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Muſc2 ruum quid ſtults miraris,& orbem 

; Note panethion def ce ſuum + 

Define, fammarum (perare inyadegs Pharburn, 
Sizz rui cineris, Dedaleiq; memer. 


Quid ruts in{onres revies 2ccenſa per ignes \ 


Jam video fammam,qua peris,intus habes. 
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ww» TO THE RIGHT 


WORSHIPVLL, AND REVEREND 
Mr, DoQour NE virtk, Deaneof CanTERBVRIE, 


and the Maſter of TRINITIE Colleage 
in CAMBRIDGE, 


— Oy ow OE een EO I 


I a /. abt worthie, ard reverend Sor : 

D- As I bane alwages thonnbt the place 

( wherein [ line, after heanen , principally 
A ro be deſired, both becauſe [ moſt want, 
f and it moſt abounds with wiſaome | 
AN which # flea by ſome with 14 much us- | 
C4 light. as it is obtamed by others , ava | 
onght to be followed by all : ſo I cannot | 
but next wnto God, for ever acknow: : 
ledge myſelfe moſt bound vnts the hand of Ged,(l meane your. 
ſelf; )that reacht downe,as it were out of heawen, unto me, a be- 
nofitof that nature,and price,then which,l conld wiſh none,(onc- 
ly heaven itſelfe excepted) either more fruitfull, and contenting 
for the 11me that is now preſent, or more comfortable, and en- 
couraging for the time that ts alreadie paſt,or more hopeful, and 
promiſing for the time that ts yer to come, 

For as in all mens indgements(that have any indgement )Eu- 

rope 7s worthily deem d the Queene of the world, that Garland 
| C 2 bs both 


a 


” 
—— 
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| | bath of Learning, and pare Religion beemg now became her 
oro ware and bloſſoming upon her bead, that hath long (ince lame 
withered in Greece and Paleſtine ; ſo my opinion of this Iſland 
hath alwaies beene, that it zs the very face, and beautie of all 
| Europ2,t2 which both true Religion 1; fauhfully profeſſed with- 
| aut ſuperſtition,and(if on earth true Learning ſweetly flouriſhes 
| without oftentation : and what are the two eyes of this Land,but 
| | the twa Univerſities ; which cannot but proſper in the time of 
ſuc'> a Prince,that ts a Prince of Learning, aſwell as of People: 
and trily 1 ſhould forget myſelfe , if 1 ſhould not call Cambridge 
the right eye : and 1 thinks ( Kmg Hentie the 8,beeing the vni 
ter, Edward the 3, the Founder , and your ſelfe the Rep xirer 
of this Colledge , wherein I line ) none will blame me, if le 
ſteeme the ſame, ſince your poliſhing of it, the faireſt fight in 
Cambridge : in which beeing placed by your onely fauour, mo#t 
freely, without either any meanes from other, or any deſert in my 
| ſelfe, beein7 not able ro doe more, 1 could doe no leſſe, then ac- 
! bowledge that debt, which [ ſhall nexer be able to pay, and with 
old Silenus, in the Poet ſvpay whome the boyes --injiciunt ipſis 
ex vincula ſertis, making his garland, hu fetters) finding my 
ſelfe bound unto you by ſo many benefits,that were giuen by your 
ſelfe for ornaments, but are to me as ſo many golden cheines, to 
hold me faſt in a hind of deſired bondage, ul, (45 he doth) my 
fr-edome with a ſong, the matter whereof 1: as worthie the ſwee- 
teſt Smger as wy ſelfe,the miſerable Singer vnworthie ſo divine | ' 
| | a ſubieft: but the ſame fanour, that before rewarded no deſert, 
bnowe: now as well how to pardon all faults, then which mdal- | 
rence, when [ regard my ſelfe, [ can wiſh no more ; when [ re- 
member you, [ can bope noleſſe, 
So commending theſe few broken lines vnto yours, and your 
{cle mto the hands of the beſt Phyſrian, IESVS CHRIST, 
with whome, the moſt ill affetted man,in the mids of h:s ſicknes, 
is 11 good heal: h, and without whome,the moſt luſt:e bodte,mm his 
greateſt iollitie, i; but a lanomſhing karcaſe, [ humbly take my 
leaue, 
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leaue, ending with the ſame wiſh, that your denoted Obſerver, 
and my approoued Friend doth, in his verſes preſently ſequent, 
that your paſſage to heauen may be ſlow to vs, that ſhall want 


you here,but ro your ſelfe,that cannot want vs there,moſt ſecure 
and certeyne. 


Your Worſhips,in all 


dutie, and ſeruice 


G. FLETCHER, 
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$ when the Captaine of the heauenly hoſt, 

Or ele that glorious armie doth appeare 

la waters drown'd, with ſurging billowes toſt, 

We know they are not, where we ſee they are; 
We ice them in the deepe, we [ce them r.00ue, 
We know they fixed are in heauen above: 

So did the Sunne of righteouſneſſe come downe 

Clowded in ficth, and ſeem'd be in the deepe: 

Go doe the many waters ſceme to drowne 

The ſtarres his Saints, and they on carth to keepe, 
And yet this Sunne from heauen peuer fell, 

Andyet theſe earthly Narres in heauen dwell. 

What if chcir ſoules be into priſon caſt 

In earthly bodies? yer they long for heauen: 

What if this worldly Sca they haue not pet? 

Yer faine they would be brought jnto their haven, 
They are not here, and yet we here them ce, 
For euery nan is there, vv here he would be, 

Long may you wiſh, and yet long wiſh in vaine, 

Hence to depart, and yet that wiſh obtaine, 

Long may you here in heauen on carth remaine, 


Ard yet a heauen in heauen hereafter paine. 
Go you to heauen, but yer O make no haſt, 


Gollowly ſlowly, but yet go at laſt, 


But when the Nightingale fo neere doth fit, 
Silence the Titmoule better may befir, 
F. Netherſole. 
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To the Reaaer s 


Hear are but fewe of many that can 
) rightly iudge of Poetry, and yer thear 
"3-2 ar many of thoſe few, that carry fo left- 


handed an opinion of ir, as ſome of 
L, 1-7> then thinke it balfe ſacrilege for pro- 

#-$ phane Poetrie to deale with divine and! 
5 Re 2x© } beauenly matters, as though David | 
bh Coe LA wear to be ſentenced by them, for vute- 
rivg his graue matcer vpon the harpe : others ſomething more 
violent in their cenſure, but ſure lefle reaſonable ( as though 
Poetrie corrupted all good witts, when, indeed, bad witts cor- 
rupt Poetric) baniſh 1c with Plaro our of all well-ordered 
Commonwealths, Both theas I will ſtrize rather to fati>fie, 
then refute, 

And of the firſt I would gladlic knowe, v hither they ſup- 
pole it fitter, that the ſacred jovgs in the Scripture of thoſe he. 
roicall Saindts, Moſes, Debora', Teremie, Mary, Simeon, Da- 
wid, Salomon, (the wilelt Scholeman,and vw ittieft Poer)ſhould | 
| bee eiected from the canon, for ivante of grauitic,or rather his | 
' erroure eraced out of their mindes, for wante of truth, But, it | 
| maye bee, they will give the Spirit of Ged leave to breath 
through what pipe it pleaſe, & will confeiſe, becauſe they mull | 
needs,that all the ſongs ditticd by him, mult needs bee,as their | 
Fountaine is, met holy : but thcir common clamovr is, who | 
may compate with God ? true ; & yer as none may compare | 
without preſumption,ſo all may imitat, and not without com- 
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To the Reaaer. 


Greeke Church, that noweſhines as bright in heaven , as he 
did then on earth, write ſo manic divine Poems of the Gene- 


| 


alogie, Miracles, Parables, Patſion of Chriſt, called by him his 
yptirds magry, Which when Baſil, the Prince of the Fathers, 
and his Chambertellowe, had ſcene, his opinion of them was, 
chat he could haue deuiled nothing either more fruittull co 0- 
thers: becauſe it kindely woed them to Religion, or more ho- 
nourable to himlelte, £434 yep paraguriger iri 7% The aſy iron 
yoeeiay iy ſi pipdicar, becaule by imitating the hnging Angels 
11 heau'n, himſelfe became, though before his time, an earth- 
ly Ange). What ſhould I ſpeake of [rwvencus, Proſper, & the 
wiſe Prudentins ? the laſt of which living in Hieroms time, 
twelue hundred yeares agoe , brought foorth in his declining 
age, ſo many , & ſo rcligious poems, ſtraitly charging his 


ſoule,not to let paſſe ſo much as one cither night or dayewith- 
| out ſome diuine ſong, Hymns continuet dies, Nec nox vlla va- 
cet, quin Dommum canat. And as ſedulous Prudenting,lo pru- 
| dent Sedwlrus was fatnovs in this poeticall divinity, the coetan 


| of Bernard, who ſung the hiſtoric of Chriſt with as much de- | 


yotion in himſelf, as admiration to others; all which wear 
followed by the choiceſt witts of Chriſtendome: Nonnimns tran- 
{lating all Saint /ohns Gholtpel into Greek verſe, Sanazar, 
che lare-liuing Imege,and happy imitator of Virgi/,beltowing 
ten yearcs vpon a ſong, onely to celebrat that one day when 
Chriſt was borne vnto vs on earth, & we (a happie change) 
vnto God in heau'n : thrice-honour'd Bartas, & our (I know 
no other name more glorious then his own)Mr, Edmrnd Spen- 
cer(two bleſſed Soules)not thinking ten years inough, laycing 
out their whole liues vpon this one ſtudie:Nay Imay iuſtly ſay, 
that the Princely Father of our Countrey(though in my cov- 
(cience, God hath made him of all the learned Princes that e- 
uer wear the moſt religious, and of all the religious Princes, 
the moſt learned, that ſo,by the one,hee might oppoſe him a- 

- Paint 


mendation : which made Naz:anzer, on ot the Scarrs of wc | 
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To the Reaaer. wn 


oainſt the Pope, the pelte of all Religion , and by the ochyr, a- 
gainſt Bellarmme the abulcr of all good Learning) is yer lo far 
enamour'd with this celeſtiall Mule, that it ſhall never repent 
mee----calams trinſſe labellum, whenſocucr I ſhall remember 
Hec eadem vt ſciret quid non faciebat eAmyntas? To name 
no more in ſuch plenty , whear I may finde how to beginne, 
ſooner then to end, Sainte Paule,by the Exaple of Chriſt, thac 
wente ſinging ro mounte Oliver, with his Diſciples, after his 
laſt ſupper , exciteth the Chriſtians to ſolace themſelues with 
bymnes,and Pſalmes, and ſpirituall ſongs ; and thearefore, by 
their leav's, be it an error for Poets to be Divines, I had rather 
err with the Scripture , then be reCtifi'd by them : I bad rather 
adore the Repps of Nazianzen, Prudentins,Sedulins, then fol- 
lowe their fteps,to bee miſguided: I had rather be :ae deuoute 
Admirer of Nonnime, Bartas,my ſacred Soueraign , and others, 
the miracles of our latter age, then the falſe ſeQarie of theſe, 
chat have nothing at all to follow, but their own naked opini- 
ons : To conclude, I had rather with my Lord, and tis molt di- 
vine Apoſtle fing(though I ling ſorilie)the loue of heauen 2nd 
earthe,then praiſe God(as they doe) with the woorthie guitc of 
flence,and fitting fill, or think I difpraiſd him with this poe- 
tical diſcourſe, It ſeems they haue cither not red, or clean 
forgor, that it is the dutie of the Muſes ( if wee maye beelecue | 
Pindare,and Heſjod )to ſer allwaies vnder the throne of /upuer, 
ern laudes,c beneficia yuraoong, which made a very worthy 
German writer conclude 1t Certo ſtaruimm, proprinm atg, pe- 
culiare poetarum mun eſſe, Chriſti gloriam illuſtrare , becing 
good reaſon that the heavenly infufion of ſuck Poetry, ſhould 
ende in his glorie, that had beginning trom his goodnes, f't o- 
rator naſcitur Poeta, 

For the ſecound ſorte thearfore, that eliminat Pocts out of 
their citie gates; as though they wear nowe grown ſo bad , as 
they could neither growe woorle, nor better, though it be 
ſornewhat hard for thoſe to bee the onely m:en ſhould want ci- 

EE 1 ries, 


> 


be . Tothe Reader. 


ties, that wear the onely caulers of the building ot ther , and 
ſomewhat inhumane to'thruſt them into the woods, to liue a- | 
|:nong the beaſts, who wear the firſt that call'd men out of the 
woods, from their bea(tly , and wilde life, yer fince they will | 
needes ſhoulder them our for the onely firebrands to inflame , 


'ufi{(che fault of earthly men, nor heavenly Poetrie ) I would | 
gladly learne, what kind of profcfſions theas men would bee 
| intreaced to entertaine, that ſo deride and diſaffect Poeſie: | 
would they admit of Philoſophers, that after they have burnt | 
out the whole candle of their life in the circulac ſtudie of Sci. 
cnces, crie out at length, Se mhil prorſ7us ſerre? or ſhould Mufi- 
tians be welcome to them, that Dant ſine mente ſonum-- bring 
Jelight with them indeede, could they aſfwell cxprefſe with 
their inſtcuments a voice, as they can a ſound ? or would they 
mol} approve of Soldiers that defend che life of their coun- 
crymen either by the death of themſelues, or their enemies ? If 
Philoſophers pleaſe rhem, who is it, that knowes nor, that al] 
thelights of Example, to cleare thcir precepts,are borowed by 
Philoſophers from Poets; that without Homers examples, A- | | 
r:iſt2tle would be as blind as Homer: If they retaine Muhitians, 
| +ho ener doubted, bur that Poers infuled the verie ſoule into 
| ite inarciculace ſounds of muſique; that without Pindar,& 
Horace the Lyriques had beene filenced for ever: If they muſi 
needes entertaine Soldiers, who can bur confeſſe, that Poets 
reftore againe thar life ro ſoldiers, which they before loſt for 
che ſafetie of their country; that without Virgil, e/fneas had 
ncuer beene ſo much as heard of, How then can they for 
ſhame deny common «ealths to them, who wear the firft Au. 
'thors of them; how can they denie the blinde Philoſopher. 
, that teaches them, his light; the emptic Mufitian that delights 
them, his ſoule; the dying Soldier,that defends their life , im- 
| mortalitie, after his owne death; let Philofophie, let Erhiques, 

let all the Arts beftowe vpon vs this guift, that we be not 
thought dead men, whileſt we remaine amovg the liuing: it is 
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To the Reader. © 


onely Poetpie thac can make vs be thuught living men, when 
we lie among the dead, and theretore I thiake ir vnequall co 
thruft them our of our cities , that call vs out of our graucs, 


to thinke ſo hardly of chem, that make vs to be ſo well cough] 


of, to deny them to liue a while among vs , that make vs tiue 
for euer among our Poſtcritic, 


So beeing noawe weary in perſwading thoſe that hate, 1 


commend my ſelfe to thoſe that love fuch Poets, 2s Plato 
{peak=s of, that (ing divine and hervical matters.3y 33 dulo1 &94y, 
61 TaiT4 Neyorlts. nM 6 O50, auTds ity 6 ab yoy , recommen- 
ding theas my idle hawers, not idly ſpent,to good {chollers, 
a»d good Chriſtians,that haue oucrcome their ignorance \yirl) 
ceaſon, and their reaſon, with religion, 
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nd Iad&s, that ſpend fo faſt your poaſting time, 

. (Too poafting time, that ſpends your time as faſt) 
To chaunr light coyes, or frame ſome wanton rime, 
\Vhere idle boyes may glut their luſtfull raſt, 

Or elſe with praiſe to cloath ſome fleſhly ſlime 
With virgios roſes, and faire lillies chaft; 

While itching bloods,and youthfull eares adore it, 
3ut wiſer men, and once your {clues will moſt abhorre it, 


3ut thou(moſt neere, moſt deare) in this of thine 

Ha'(t proov'd the Muſes not to Venus bound, 

Such as thy matter, ſuch thy muſe, divine, 

Or thou ſuch grace with Merci's ſelfe haſt found, 

That ſhe her ſelfe deign's in thy leaues to ſhine: 

Oc ſtol'n from heav'n,thou broughts this verſe to ground, 
Which frights the nummed toule with fearefull thunder, 

And ſoone with honied dewes melts it twixt ioy,and wonder. 


Then doe not thou malitious tongues eſteeme, 
[he glaſſe, through which an envious eye doth gaze, 
an ealily make a molehill mounraines ſeeme; 
His praiſe diſpraiſes, his diſpraiſes, praiſe, 
| Enough if beſt men beft thy labours deem, 
And to the higheit pitch thy merit raile, 
While a!l the Muſes to thy ſong decree 
ViRtorious Trivinph, Triumphant Vidctorie, 


Phin, Fletcher Regal, 
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Vid 0,quid Y eneres,Cupidineſg, ; 
Tmrinreſg,  ocoſs, , paſſereſg, 
Laſcrvi canitts greges, potte? 
Et 1am languidulos amantum ocellos, 
Er mox turgidulas ſing papillas, 
lam riſus teneros lachrymula [g, F 
Mox ſuſpiria,morſrunculaſg,, 
Mille baſia; mille, mille nug as ? 
Et wultis preri, puelluleve 
( Hen ſnſc: puert, puelluleg,) 
Pingitts nivibis yoſunculiſg, , 
( Mentitss nivibusroſunculiſg, ) 
Qug vel primo hyemys rigore torpent, 
Fel Phebi mtuitu ſtatins rela gnent, 
He ſtultinimumem greges potte ! 
Vt ,quas ie nimws,ab nimu ſtupetts, 
( Nrves candidule & roſa pudentes ) 
Sic vobis perennt ſtatins labores : 
Et ſolem fieg mnt ſeveriorem, 
Vel ſal:em gelida rigent ſenetta : 
eAt 11 qui clypeo,haud inane nomen 
( Mmerve ciypeo loviſg, ) ſumens 
Viltrices reſonas dei Triumphos, 
Triumphos lachrymus metng, plenos, 
Plenos latit14,07 ſpei trinmphos, 
Dum rem carmine,Tierog, dignam 
Aggrederis, tibires decora rebus 
Prebet carmina, Prerog, digna. 
Owin ille iſe twes legens irmmphos, 
Plenps militia labore plenes, 
To propitius parat labort 
TPlenas l4tiiie & ſpes trimmphos, 
Pirin, Flercher Regal, 
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My puegot. 

Eatiſſima vrgmnum Maria, 

Sed materg, /rmul beata, per quan 
Or ſemper fuir ille 6pu eſſe : 
OucVue dederiſg, mire vitam: 
Et Lnci deaerss videre lucers : 
O12 faftiula, mor frunculs [g, 
Paſja es quuas granuide ſolent, nec vnquam 
o Augebas propior viro venire,) 
Dum cluſus pewerral:bbus latebat 
Aryics tumica vndig, invelutus, 
Om ſe poſſe negant tenere colt, 
Ons 1972 UIYEIReAS prem: papillas 
I ola ; UVIYTINCAS tamen dedifFi 
L ..tandas puero tne papillas, 
Eia, dic age, dic beata virgo, 
(tr pians abitmeas manum, time, 
Santta tangere, Sanltuarinm g, 
Inſolens fugias? an inquinart 
Contattu meturs tuo ſacraia? 
( ontattu mernit ſuo ſacrata 
Polluipia, cerns; en ferentem, 
Lenimenta Dei furentts, illa 
Fedatas fibi ferre que inbebat, 
Sis felix noua virgo-mater opto, 


p'Y 


One 


One mollire *Deum paras amicuw, 
Quin hic dona licet licet relinguas, 
Agnellumg, repone,turteremg,, 
eAudax ingrediare inant; edes 
Dei, tange Deo ſacrata, tange, 
Que non concubitu coinquinata 
Agnellum peperitg,, Turturemg, 
Excluſir, facili Des litabt 
eAgnocum Dems infit, & coſnmbe. 


Or can I fo much ſay as much I ought, 
Nor yet ſo little tan I ſay as nought, 
In praiſe of this thy worke, ſo heauenly pend, 
That ſure the ſacred Dove a quill did lend 
From her high-ſoaring wing: certes I know 
No other plumes, that makes man ſeeme ſo loty 
In his owne eyes, who to all others fight 
Is mounted to the higheſt pitch of height: 
Where if thou ſeemie to any of {mall price, 
The fault is not in thee, bur in his eyes: 
But what doe I thy flood of wit reſtreine 
Wirhivo the narrow bankes of my poore veyne? 
More I could ſay, and would, bur that to praiſc 
| Thy verſes, is to keepe them from their praiſe, 
| For them who reades,and doth them nor advance, 


; Of envie doth it, or of ignorance. F. Nether[ole. 
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I 
He birth of him that no beginning knewe, 
Yer giues beginning to all that are borne, 


CHRISTS VICTORIE 
And how the Infinite farre greater grewe, . 


in Heaven, 
By growing lefle, and how the riſing Morne, 


That ſhot from heau'n, did backe to heauen retourne, 
The obſequies of him that could not die, 

| Anddeathoflife, ende of eternitie, 

| How worthily he died, that died vynworthily; 


= 

[How God, and Man did both embrace each other, 

| Met in one perſon, heau'n, 8nd carth did kiſs, 

| And how a Virgin did became a Mother, 

| And bare that Sonne, who the worlds Father is, 

| And Maker of his mother, and how Bliſs 
Deſcended from the boſome of the High, 
To cloath himſelfe in naked miſerie, 

Sayling at length to heau'n,in earth, triumphantly, 


Z 
Is the firſt flame, wherewith my whiter Muſe 
Doth burne in heauenly loue, ſuch loue to tell, 
| O thou that didR this boly fire infuſe, 
| And taughr fi this breft,bur late the graue of hell, _ 
| A1 
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2 Chriſt vuittorie. 


Where 3 blind, and dead heart liu'd, to ſwell 


With better thoughts , ſend downe thoſe lights that lend 


Knowledge, how to begin, and how to end 
The loue, that neuer was, nor cuer can be pend, 


B.. 

Ye facred writings in whoſe antique leaues 
The memories of heau'n entreaſur'd lie, 
Say, what might be the cauſe that Mercic heaues 
The duſt of (inne aboue th'induſtrious skie ; 
And Jets it not to duſt, and aſhes flie ? 

Could Iuſtice be of finne ſo ouer-wooed, 

Ocr fo great ill be cauſe of ſo great good, 
That bloody man to ſaue, mans Sauiour ſhed his blood? 


5 

Or did the lips of Mercie droppe ſoft ſpeech 
For traytrous man, when at th'Eternalls throne 
Incenſed Nemclis did heau'n beſcech 
With thundring voice, that juſtice might be ſhowne 
Againſt the Rebells,that from God were flowne ; 

O ſay, fay how could Mercie plead for thoſe 

That {carcely made, againſt their Maker roſe ? 
Will any flay his friend, that he may {pate his foes ? 


6 X 

There is a place A that flaming hill 
From whence the (tarres their thin apparance ſhed, 
A place, beyond all place, where neuer ill, 
Nor impure thought was euer harboured, 
But SainGly Heroes are for euer $'ed 

To keepe an encrlaſting Sabbaoths reſt, 

- Still wiſhing that,of what th' ar ſtill poſſeſt, 

Enioying bur one ioy, but one of all ioyes beſt, 


4 


© (briflsvitorie, 


7 
Here, when the ruine of that beauteous frame, 
Whoſe golden building ſhin'd with cuerie (tarre 
Ofexcellence , deform d with age became, 
MERcy, remembcing peace in midft of warre, 
Lift vp the muſique of her voice,to barre 
Erernall fate, leaſt it ſhould quite erace 


That from the world, which was the firſt wor!ds grace, 


Andall againe into their, nothing, Chaos chaſe, 


R 

For what had all this All, which Man in one 
Did not vnite; the earth, aire, water, fire, 
Life, ſenle, and ſpirit, nay the powretull throne 
Of the divineft Eſſence, did retire, 
And his owne Image into clay inſpire: 

So that this Creature well might called be 

Ofthe great world,the ſmall epitomie, 
Ofthe dead world,the liue, and quicke anatomic. 


9 

But Iuflice had no fooner Mercy ſcene 
Smoothing the wrinkles of her Fathers þrowe, 
But vp ſhe ſtarts, and cthrowes ber ſelfe berucene, 
As when a vapour, from a moory flough, 
Meeting with freſh Eous, that but now | 

Open'd the world, which all in darkeneſſe lay, 

Doth heau'ns bright face of his rayes difaray, 
And ſads the ſmiling orient of the ſpringing day. 


10 
She was a Virgin of auſtere regard, 
Not as the world eſteemes her,deafe, and blind, 
Burt as the Eagle, that hath oft compar d 


Her eye with heau'ns, ſo, and more brightly ſhin'd 


\ ? 
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| by her que» 
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| Her lamping ſight: for ſhe the ſame could winde 


Into the ſolid heart, and wich her eares, 
The ſilence of the thought loude ſpeaking heares, 


And in one hand a pairc of even ſcoals the weares. 


II 
No riot of affefion reue]l kept 
Within her brefi, but a (till apathy 
Poſlſefſcd all her foule, which ſoftly ſlept, 
Securely, without tempeſt , no ſad cric 
Awakes her pittie, but wrong'd pouertie, 
Sending his cyes to heau'n ſwimming in teares, 
With hideous clamours cuer firuck her cares, 
Whertting the blazing ſword, that in her hand ſhe beares, 


12 

The winged Lightning is her Mercury, 
And round about her mightie chunders ſound : 
Impatient of himlelfe lies -pining by 
Pale Sicknes, with his kercher'd head vpwound, © 
And thouſand noyſome plagues attend her round, 

Bur if her clowdie browe bur once growe foule, 

The flines doe melt, and rocks to water rowle, 
And ayric mountaines ſhake, and frighted ſhadowes howle, 


| 
Famine, and bloodles Cw. and bloodie Warre, 
Want, and the Want of knowledge how to vſe 
Abundance, Age, and Feare, that runnes afatre 
Before his fellowe Greefe,that aye purſues 
His winged Reps ; for who would not refuſe 
Greefes companie, a dull, and rawebon'd fpright, 
Thar lankes the cheekes, and pales the freſhelt ſight, 
Vnboſoming the cheerefull breſt of all delighe ; @ 2: 


Before 


þ 


(hriſts victorie. 5i 


I 

Before this curſed throng, goes Ignorance, 
That needes will Icade the way he cannot ſee : 
And after all,Death doeth his flag aduaunce, 
And in the mid't, Strife (till would roaguing be, 
Whole ragged fleſh , and cloaths did well agrce.: 

And round about,amazed Horror flics, 

 Andouer all, Shame veiles his guiltic eyes, 

And vnderneth, Hells hungrie throar ſtill yawning lies, 


Vpon two ſtonietables,ſpread before her, 

She lean'd her bofome, more then ſionie hard, 

There ſlept th' vnpartiall iudge, and itrict reftorer 

Of wrong, or right, with paine, or with reward, 

There hung the skore of all our debts, the card 
Whear gond,and bad, and lite,and death were painted: 
Was neuer heart of imortall io vntainted, 

But when that ſcroule was read, with thouſand terrors fainted, 


16 
Wirnes the thunder that mount Sinai heard, 
When all the hill with firie clouds did flame, - 
And wandring Iſrael, with the fight afeard, 
Blinded with ſeeing, durſt not touch the ſame, 
But like a wood of ſhaking leaues became, 
On this dead luſtice, ſhe, the Liuing Lawe, 
Bowing herſelſe with a maieſtique awe, 
A'theau'n, to heare her ſpcech, did into (ilence dravwwe, 


17 
Dread Lord of Spirits, well thou did Rt deniſe 
To fling the worlds rude dnnghill, and the drofſe 
Of the ould Chaos, farthe(t from the skies, 
And thine owne ſeate,that heare the child of Ioſle, 
; A } Ot] 
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6 Chrifts vidorie, 


1 Of all the lower heau'n the curſe, and crofle, 


Thar wretch, bealt, caytive,monſter Man, might ſpend, 
(Proude of the mire,in which his ſoule is pend) 
Clodded in lumps of clay, his wearie life to cad, 


18 
His bodie duft : thear grewe ſuch cauſe of pride ? 
His ſoule thy Image: what could he envie? 
Himſclfe moſt happie: if he ſo would bide: 
Now grow'n moſt wretched, who can remedie? 
He flewe himlelfe, himſelfe the encmie, 
That his owne ſoule would her owne murder wreake 
If I were filent, heau'n and carth would ſpeake, 
And if all fayl'd, theſe ſtones would into clamours breake, 


3 


I9 

How many darts made furrowes in his fide, 
When ſhe, that our of his od fide was made, 
Gaye feathers to their flight ? whear was the pride 
Of their newe knowledge ; whither did it fade, 
When, running from thy voice into the ſhade, 

He fled thy hghe, bimfelfe of fight bereau'd; 

And for his ſhield a leauie armour weau'd, 
With which,vain ma,he thought Gods cies to have deceau'd? 


| | 50 | 
And well he might delude thoſe eyes,that ſee, 


And judge by colours : for who euer ſawe 
A man of leaues, a reaſonable tree ? 
But thoſe that from this ſtocke their life did drawe, 
Soone made their Father godly, and by lawe 
Proclaimed Trees alinightie : Gods of wood, 
Of ſtocks, and ftones with crownes of laurell Rood 
Templed, and fed by fathers with their childrens biood. - 
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21 
The ſparkling fanes, that burne in beaten gould, 
And, like the (tarres of heau'n in mid'tt of night, 
Blacke Egypr,as her mirrhours,doth bchould, 
Are but the denns whear idoll- ſnakes delight 
Againe to couer Satan from their fight : | 
Yer thele are all their gods, to whome they vie 
The Crocodile, the Cock, the Rat, the Flie. 
Fit gods, indeede, for ſuch men to be ſerued by. 


22 | 
The Fire,the winde,the ſca, the ſunne, and moone, 
The flicting Aire, and the ſwift-winged How'rs, 
And all the watchmen, that ſo nimbly runne, 
And centinel about the walled towers | 
Of the worlds citie, in their heau'nly bowr's. | 

And, leaſt their pleaſant gods ſhould want delight, 
Neptune ſpyes out the Lady Aphrodite, 
And but ia heaucn proude Iunos peacocks skorne to lite, 


7 A 

The ſcnſcleſſe Earth, the Serpent, dog, and catte, 
And woorſe then all theſe, Man,and woot of men 
Vſurping Ioue, and (willing Bacchus far, | | 
And drunke with the vines purple blood, and then 
The Fiend himſelfe they coniure from his denne, 

Becauſe he onely yet remain'd to be 

Woorſe then the wort of men, they flie from thee, 
And weare his altar-flones out with their pliant knee, 


24. | 
All that he ſpeakes (and all he {peakes are lies) 
Are oracles, 'tis he (that wounded all) 
Cures all their wounds, he (that put out their eyes) 
That gives them light, he( that death firſt did call 
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Inco the world) that with his orizall, 
Inſpirits earth: he heau'ns al-ſceing eye, _ 
He earths great Propher, he, whom reſt doth flie, 


{ That on fa!t billowes doth, as pillowes, ſleeping lie, 


25 
Bur let him io his cabin reſtles reſt, 
The dungeon of darke flames, and freezing fice, 
Inſtice in heau'n againſt man makes requeſt 
To God, and of his Angels doth require 
Sinnes puniſhment: if what I did dehire, 
' Or who, or againſt whome, or why, or whear, 
Of, or before whom ignorant I wear, 
Then ſhould my ſpeech their ſands of fins to mountaines rear. 


26 

Wear not the heau'ns pure, in whoſe courts I ſue, 
The Iudge, to whom I ſue, juſt to requite him, 
The cauſe for ſinne, the puniſhment moſt due, 
luſtice her ſelfe the plaintiffe to endice him, 
The Angells holy, before whom I cite him, 

He againſt whom, wicked, vniuſt, impure ; 

Then might he fnnefull live, and die ſecure, 
Or triall might eſcape, or triall might endure, 


27 

The Tudge might parcial! be, and ouer-pray'd, 
The place appeald from, in whoſe courts he ſucs, 
The fault excuſ'd, or puniſhment delayd, 
The parties ſelf accuſ'd, that did accuſe, 
Angels for pardon might their praiers vſe: 

But now no ftarre can ſhine, no hope be gor, 

Moft wretched creature, if he knewe his lor, 
And yet more wretched farre, becauſe he knowes it nor, 
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þ b . All the 
What ſhould I tell how barren earth is growne, Cr-arzres 
All for to Rerue her children, did(i not thou ny 
L CAguUce 
Water with heau'oly ſhowers her wombe vnſowne, henſelucs 


And drop downe cloudes of flow'rs, didſt not thou bowe wich im 


Trane ealic care vnto the plowmans.vowe, 
Long might he looke, and looke, and long in vaine | 
Might load his harueſt in an emptie wayne, 

And beat the woods, to finde the poore okes hungrie graiue, 


29 

The ſwelling ſea ſeethes in his angrie waues, 
And ſmires the earth, that dares the traytors nouriſh, 
Yer oft his thuader their light corke outbraves, 
Mowing the mountaines, on whoſe temples flouriſh 
Whole woods of garlands, and, their pride to cheriſh , 

Plowe through the ſeaes greene fields, and nets diſplay | 

To catch the flying winds, and Reale away, 
Coozning the greedie ſea, priſning their nimble prey, 


30 
How often hauel ſcene the wauing pine, 
Toft on a watrie mountaine,knocke his head 
At heau'ns too patient gates, and with ſalt brine 
Quench the Moones burning hornes, and fafely fled 
From heau'ns revenge, her paſſengers, all dead 
With ſtifte aRtoniſhment, tumble co hell? 
How of the ſea all earth would overſwell, 
Did not thy ſandie girdle'binde the mightic well? | 


| 3T 
Would not the aire be fill'd with ſteames of death, 
To poyſon the quicke riuers of their blood, 
Did not thy windes fan, with their panting breath, 


The flitting region? would not the haflie flood SH 
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10 _ Chriſts vifdorie. | 


Emprtic it ſelfe into the ſeas wide wood, 
| Did'R not thou leade it wandring from his way, 
To giue men drinke, and make his waters firey, 
Fo freſh the flowrie medowes,through whoſe fields they play? 


s p | ' 
Who makes the ſources of the filuer fountaines 
From the flints mouth, and rocky valleis flide, 
Thickning the ayrie bowells of the mountaines? 
Who hath the wilde heards of the forreſt tide 
In their cold denns, making them huvygrie bide 

Till man to reſt be laid? can beaſtly he, 

That ſhould haue moſt ſenſe, onely ſenſeles be, 
And all things elſe, beſide himſelfe, ſo awefull ſee? 


3 
Wear he not wilder PRs. the ſaluage beaſt, 
Prowder then haughty hills, harder then rocks, 
Colder then fountaines, from their ſprings releaſ?, 
Lighter then aire, blinder then ſenſeles ſtocks, 
More changing then the ziuers curling locks, 
If reaſon would nor, ſenſe would a reprooue him, 
And vntc ſhame, if not to ſorrow, mooue him, (him, 
To ſee cold floods, wild beafts,dul Rtocks, hard ones our-loue 


| And ſhot from heau'n a ſtony ſhowre, to = 


34 
Vnder the weight of finne the earth did fall, 
And ſwallowed Dathan ; and the raging winde, 
And ſtormie ſea, and gaping Whale,did call 
For Ionas; and the aire did bullets finde, 


The fiue proud Kings, that for their idols fought, 
The Sunne it ſelfe Rood fill ro fight it our, 
And fire fr6 heau'n flew downe , when fin to heau'n did ſhout, 


Should 
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3 
Should any to himſelfe foe ſafety flic? 
The way to (aue himſelfe, if any were, 
Wear to flic from himſclfe: ſhould be relic 
Vpon the promiſe of his wife? but there, 
What can he ſee, but that he moſt may feare, 
A Syren, ſweete to death: ypon his friends? 
Who that he needs, or that he hath not lends? 
Or wanting aide himſelfe, ayde to another ſends? 


| 36 
His ſtrength? bue duft: his pleaſure? cauſe of paine: 
His hope? falſe courtier: youth, or beawrie? brittle: 
Intreatic? fond: repentance? late, and vaine: 
[luſt recompence? the world wear all too litcle: 
Thy loue? hehath no title to a tittle: 
Hells force? in vaine her furics hell ſhall gather: 
His Seruants, Kinſmen, or his children rather? 


His child, if good, ſhall iudge, if bad, ſhall curſe his father. 


His life? that brings him © his end, and leaues him: 

His ende? that leaues him to beginne his woe: 

His goods? what good in that, that ſo deceaues hin? 

His gods of wood? their feete,alas,are ſlowe 

To goe to helpe, that muſt be help't to goe: 
Honour, great woorth ? ah, little woorth they be 
Vnto their owners: wit? that makes him ſee 

He wanted wit, that thought he had it, wanting thee, 


: 8 
The ſea to drinke him les that caſts his dead: 
Angells to ſpare? they puniſh: night to hide? 
The world ſhall burne in light: the heau'ns to ſpread 
Their wings to ſaue him? heau'n it ſelfe ſhall ſlide, 


| B 2 | And 
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| Heau'n ſtole it ſelfe from carth by clouds that moiſterd ynder, | 


i2 ( hrijts vittone. 


And role away like melting [tacres, rac 2ftie 

Alovg their oylie threads: his minde purſues him : 

His houſe to ſhrowde, or hills to fall, and bruſe him? 
As Scargeants both attache, and witneſſes accuſe him; | 


'hat necd I vrge, what they muſt needs confeſſe? 

Sentence on them, condemn'd by their owne luſt; 

I craue no more, and thou can(t giue no lefle, 

Then death to dead men, iuftice to vniult; 

Shame to molt ſhamefull, and moſt ſhameles duſt; 
Burt it thy Mercic needs will ſpare her friends, 
Let Mercie there begin, where Iuſtice endes, 

Tis cruell Mercie, that the wrong from right defends, 


s) 
She ended, and the a Hierarchies, 
Burning in zeale, thickly imbranded weare: 
Like to an armie, that allatum cries, 
And cuery one ſhakes his ydraded ſpeare, 
And the A)mighries ſelfe,as he would teare 
The earth,and her firme þafis quite in ſunder, 
Flam'd all in iuft reuenge, and mightie thunder, 


I 

As when the cheerfull d..cn elamping wide, 
Glads all the world with his vprifiog raye, 
And wooes the widow'd earth afreth to pride, 
And paiat her boſome with the lowrie Maye; 
His filent fifter fteales him quite away, 

Wrap'cin a fable clowde, from morrtall eyes, 

The haſtic Rtarres at noone begin to riſe, 
And headlong to his carly rooft the ſparrowe flies, 


W Bur 
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2 
| But ſoone as he againe diſhadowed is, 
Reſtoring the blind world his blemiſh'r fight, 
As though another day wear nevely rif, , 
{ The cooz'ned birds bulily take their flight, 
And wonder at the ſhorincſle of the night: 
So Mercie once againe her ſelfe diſplayes, 
Out from her fifters cloud, and open layes (dayes, 
Thoſe ſunſhine lookes, whole beames would ditn a thouland 


How may a worme, that crawles along the duf}, 


p ; Jur inabili- } 
Clamber the azure mountaines, thrown ſo high, ; ns. 
And ferch from thence thy faire Idea juſt, | (cribe her. 


Thar in thoſe ſunny courts doth hidden lie, 
Cloath'd with ſuch light , as blinds the Angels cye; 
How may wezke mortall cuer hope to file 
His vn{mooth tongue, and his deproftrare flile? 
| O raiſe thou from his corſe, thy now entomb'd calle, 


| 


44 

One touch woul( rouze me from my {luggith kearſe, 
One word would call me to my wiſhed home, 
One looke would poliſh my afflicted verſe, 
One thought would ficale my foule from her thicke lome, 
And force it wandring yp to hcau'nto come, 

Thear to importuke, and to;beg apace 

One happy favour of thy facred grace, | 


To ſce, (what though it loole her eyes?) ro ſee thy face. 
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14 Chrifts vietorie. 


Or why ſweet plants fo gratefuii odours ſhoure; 
It is becaule thy breath ſo like they be: 
Or why the Orient Sunne ſo bright we ſee; 
What reaſon can we giue, but from thine cics, and thee? 


| « 
Roſ'd all in lively crimfin ar thy cheeks, 
Whear beawties indeflouriſhing abide, 
And, as to paſſe his fejilowe either ſeekes, 
Secmes both doe bluſh at one anothers pride; 
And on thine eyclids, waiting thee beſide, 
Ten thouſand Graces fit, avd when they mooue 
To carth their amourous belgards from aboue, 
They flic from heau'n, and on their wings conuey thy loue, 


All of diſcolour'd hh their wings ar made, 
And with ſo wondrous art the quills ar wrought, 
That whenſoere they cut the ayrie glade, 

The winde into their ho!lowe pipes is caught: 

As ſeemes the ſpheres with them they down haue brought : 
Like to the ſeauen-fold reede of Arcadie, 
Which Pan of Syrinx made, when ſhe did flie 

To Ladon ſands, and at his fighs ſung merily. 


48 
As melting hony,dropping from the combe, 
So ſtill the words, that ſpring between thy lipps, 
Thy lippes, whear ſmiling ſweetneſſe keepes her home, 
And heau'nly Eloquence pure manna fipps, 
He that his pen but in that fountaine dipps, 


| Hownimbly will the golden phraſes flie, 


And ſhed forth ſtreames of choyceſt chetorie, 
Welling celeſtial torrents out of poelie? 


Like 


*. (brillsviftorie, I5 


9 

Like as the thirftie land in ſummers heat, 
Clls to the cloudes, and gapes at eueric ſhowre, 
As though her hungry clitts all tieau'n would cat, 
Which it high God into her boſome poure, 
Though much refreſhr, yer more {he could deuoure: 

So hang the greedie ears of Angels ſweete, 

And euery breath a thouſand cupids meete, 
Some flying in, ſome out, and all aboucr her fleer, 


5O 
Vpon her breaſt, Delight doth ſoftly ſleepe, 
And of eternall ioy is brought abed, 
| Thoſe ſnowie mountelets, through which:doe creepe 
The milkie rivers, that ar ivly bred 
In fhluer ceſternes, and themſelues doc (hed 
To wearie Trauailers, in beat of day, 
To quench their fierie thriſt, and to allay 
With dropping neRar floods, the furie of their :vay. 


I 

If any wander,thou doe call him backe, 
If any be not forward,thou incit Rt him, 
Thou dotſt expe, if any ſhould growe flacke, 
If any ſeeme but willing, thou inuit'thim, 
Or if he doe offend thee, thou acquir'ſi him, 
Thoti fihd't the loſt, and follow'ft him that flies, 

ealing the fcke, and quickning him that dies, | 
' | Thou art the lame mans friendly ſtaffe, the blind mans eycs, 


} Ty : 
So faire thou art that a!l would thee behold, 
But none can thee behold, thou art fo faire, 


Pardon, O pardon then thy Vaſſall bold, 


That with poore ſhadowes firjues thee ro compare, 
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16 ( hriſts vittorie, —— 


ng mach ie things, v hich he knowes wwaichleſſe are; 
O chou vive micchour of celeſtiall grace, 
How can fraile colours pourtraict out thy face, 


Or paint in flzſh thy beawrtie, in ſuch ſemblance baſe? 


3 

| Her vpper garment was ectken lawne, 
| With ncedle- woorke tichly embroidered, 
Which the her ſelte with her owne hand had drawae, 
And all the world therein had pouttrayed, 
With threads, fo freth, and lively coloured, 

That ſeem''d the world ſhe newe created thear, 
| And the miRaken eye would raſhly ſwear 
| Tae lilken trees did growe, and the beaſts living wear. 


| 


Low at her feet oi caſt sJone, 
(As though to kifſe her foot ir did aſpire, 
And pave it ſelfe for her to tread vpon). 
| Wich fo vrlike, and different attire, 
| Thar euery one that ſawe ir, did admire. 
What it might be, was of ſo yatious hevwe; 
For to ic ſeife it oft ſo diuerle grewe, 
That (il! ic feem'd the ſame, and ill it ſeern'd a newe, 


And here, and there the ſcatrered, 
(That in their thought the world eſteeme bur ſmall, 
And themſelues great) but ſhe with one fine thread 
So ſhort, and ſmal}, and ſlender woue them all, 
That like a ſort of buſe ants, that crawle 
About ſome molchill, ſo they wandered: _ 
And round about the wauing Sea was ſhed, 
Bur, tor the (iluer ſands, ſmall pearls were ſprinkled, 


Pon” 
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6 
| So curiouſly the WPER did cr | 
And curling circlers ſo well ſhadowed lay, 
That afar off the waters ſeem'd to leepe, 
Buc thoſe that neere the margin pearle did play, 
Hoarcely enwaued wear with haſtic ſway, 
As though they meant to rocke the gentle care, 
And huſh the former that enſlumbred wear, 
And here a dangerous rocke the flying ſhips did fear, 


7 
High in the ayrie eoninin chere hung 
Another clowdy ſea, that did diſdaine 
(As though his purer waues from heauen ſprung) 
To crawle on earth, as doth the (luggilh maine: 
But it the earth would water with his raine, 


*| And oft the Sun would cleave the limber mould 
To alabaſter rockes, that in the liquid rowl'd. 


8 

Beneath thoſe ſunny bends, a darker cloud, 
Dropping with thicker deaw, did melt apace, 
And bent itſelfe into a hollowe ſhroude, 
On-which, if Mercy did but caſt her face, 
A thouſand colours did the bowe enchace, 

That wonder was to ſee the filke diftain'd 

With the reſplendance from her beawtie gain'd, 


59 
About her head a cyprus heau'n ſhe wore, 
Spread like a veile, vphcld with filuer wire, 
In which the ſtarres ſo burn't in galden ore, 
As ſeem's, the azure web was all on fire, 


And Iris paint her locks with beames,ſo liucly feign'd. 


That eb'd, and flow'd, as winde, and ſeaſon would, 
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Bur haſtily, ro quench their ſparkling ire, | 
A flood of milke eame rowling vp the ſhore, . 
That on his curded waue ſwift Argus bore, 

And the immortall ſwan, that did her life deplore, 


| 60 
Yet ſtrange it was, ſo many flarres to ſee | 
Without a Sunne, to giue their tapers light: | 
Yet (trange it was nor, that it ſo ſhould be: 
For, where the Sunne centers himſelfe by right, 
Her face, and locks did flame, that at the ſight, 

The heauenly vcile, that elſe ſhould nimbly mooue, 
Forgot bis flight, andall incen('d with louc, ) 
With wonder, and amazement, did her beautic prooue, 7 


G1 

The third |} Ouer her hung a canopie of ſtate, 

"24cm | Notof rich tifſew, nor of ſpangled gold, 

But of a {ubſtance, though not animate, 

Yer of a heau'nly, and ſpitituall mould, 

That onely cyes of Spirits might behold: 
Such light as from maine rocks of diamound, 
Shooting their ſparks at Phebus, would rebound, 

And little Angels, helding hands, daunc'r all around. 


G2 
Secmed thoc little ſprights, through nimbleſs bold, 
{| The ſtately canopy bore on their wings, 
Burt them it ſelfe,as pendants,did vphold, 
Beſides the crownes of many famous kings, | 
Among the reſt, thear David ever ſings, 
And now, with yeares growne young, renewes his layes | 
Vntg his golden harpe, and dittics playes, | 
Pſalmiog aloud in well rua'd ſorgs his Makers prayle, 
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6 
Thou ſclf- Idea of all ak come, 
' Whoſe loue is ſuch, would make the rudeR ſpeake, 
Whoſe love is ſuch, would make the viſe(t dumbe, 
| O when wilt thou thy too long hilence breake, 
And ouercome the firong to ſaue the vicake ! 
If thou no weapons hail, thine eyes will wound 
Th' Almighries ſelfe, that now fticke on the ground, 


| As though ſome bleſſed obiect thear did them empound. 


64 
Ah miſerable AbieR of diſgrace, 
Whar happines is in thy milerie? 
[ both muſt pittie , and cnuie thy caſe, 
For ſhe, that is the glorie of the skiz, 
Leaves beaven blind, to fix on thee her eye, 
Yet her (though Mercies ſelfe elteers not ſivall) 
The world deſpiſd”,chey her Repenrance call, 
And ſhe her ſelfe deſpiſes, and the world, and all. 


| 6 

Deepely, alas cnpeGonis ſhe ſtood, 

To ſee a flaming brand, toſt vp from hell, 

Boyling ber heart in ber owne luſtfull blood, 

That ofc for corment ſhe would loudely yell, 

Now ſhe would Gghing fit, and nowe ſhe fell. 
Crouching vpon the ground,in ſackcloath truſt, 
Early, and late ſhe prayed, and faſt ſhe muſt, 


: | And all her haire hung tull of aſhes,and of duſt, 


66 *© 
Of all moſt hared, yer hated moſt of all 
Of her owne ſelfe ſhe was; diſconſolat 
(As though her fleſh did but infunerall 
Her buried ghoſt) ſhe in an arbour fac 
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Of thornie brier, weeping her curſed liate, 
And her before a haſtic riuer fled, 
Which her blind eyes with faitbfull penance fed, 


| And all abour,the grafſe with tears hung downe his head. 


br 
Her eyes, though blind abroad, at home kept faſt, 
lnwards they turn'd,and look't into her head, 
At which ſhee often ſtarted, as aghaſt, 


| To ſee fo fearfull ſpeRacles of dread, 


And with one hand, her breaſt ſhee martyred, 
Wounding her heart, the ſame to mortifie, 
The other a faire damſell held her by, 

Which if but once ler goe,ſhee ſunke immediatly. 


68 

But Faich was quicke,and nimble as the heau'n, 

As if of loue,and life ſhee all had been, 

And though of preſent fight her ſenſe were reauen, 

Yer ſhee could ſee the things could nor be ſeen : 

Beyond the ftarres, as nothing wear between, 

| She fixther fight, diſdeigning things belowe, 

Into the ſca ſhe could a mountaine throwe, 

| And make the Sun to flande, and waters backewards flowe, 


| 69 
Such when as Mercic her beheld from high, 

In a darke valley,drownd with her owne tears, 

One of her graces ſhe ſent haſtily, 

' Smiling Eirene, that a garland wears 

Of guilded oliue, on her fairer bears, 

| Tocrowne the fainting foules true facrifice, 
Whom when as ſad Repentance comming $pies, 


| The holy Deſperado wip't her ſwollen eyes. 
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But Mercie felt a kinde remorſe to runne 
Through her ſoft vaines, and therefore, hying faft 
To giue an end to filence, thus begunne. 
Aye-honour'd Father,if no ioy thou haſt 
But co reward defert, reward at laſt 

The Deuils voice, ſpoke with a ſerpents tongue, 

Fit to hifle out the words ſo deadly ſtung, 
And lect him die, deaths bicter charmes lo ſweetely ſung, 


| r 

He was the father of as hopeles ſeaſon, 
Thar to ſerue other Gods, forgot their owne, 
The reaſon was, thou waſt aboue their reaſon: 
They would haue any Gods, rather then none, 
A bealily ſerpent, or a ſenſcleſſe None: 

And mike Iuftice bates, ſo I deplore: 

But the vp-plowed heart, all rent, and tore, 


Though wounded by it ſelfe, I gladly would reltore, 


2 
He was but duſt; Why fears he not to fall? 
And beeing fall'n, how can he hope to liue? 
Cannor the hand deftroy him, that made all? 
Could he not take away, al well as giue? 
Should man depraue, and {hou}ld not God depriue ? 
Was it not all the worlds deceiving ſpirit, 
(Thar, bladder'd.vp with pride of his owne merit, - 
Fell in his riſe) that him of heau'n did difmherit? 


| 


4 73 

He was but duſt: how could he tand before him? 
And becing fall'n, why ſhould he feare to die? 
Cannot the hand that made him firſt, reſtore him 7 
Deprau'd of finne,ſhould he deprived lie 
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© 22 Chriits vidoree. 
b Of grace? can he not hide infirmitic 

% That gaue him ſtrength?vnworthy the forſaking, 
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; He is, who ever weighs, without miſtaking, | 
Ws | Or Maker of the man, or manner of his making, 
EL. 
\Vho ſhall chy temple inceole any more; | 
Or to thy altar crowne the ſacrifice; | ; 


Or ftreve with idle flow'rs the hallow'd flore; 
Or whar ſhould Prayer deck with hearbs, and ſpfce, 
Her vials, breathing oriſons of price? 
| 2 Byinter- If all muſt paic that which all cannot paie ? 
| 5" q ag O firſt begin with mee, and Mercie ſlaie, 
wy And thy tbrice-honour'd Sonne, that now beneath doth tcey, | 


cauſe, and 
. Chriſt, 
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| T5 
But if or he, or I may live, and ſpeake, 
And heau'n can ioye to ſee a ſmner weepe, 
Oh ler not Tuſtice yron ſcepter breake 
| A heart alrcadie broke, that lowe doth creep, 
And with prone humbleſſe her feets duſt doth ſweep. 
Muſt all goe by deſert? is nothing free? 
Ab,if bur thoſe that onely woorthy be, 
None ſhould thee ever (ce, none ſhould thee euer (ce, 


76 

Thatiszs | What hath man done,that man ſhall not yndoe, 

(afrcient ts | Since God to him is growne ſo neere a kin? 

Man wasir- | Did his foe lay him ? he ſhall Nay his foe: 

porenr. Hath he loſt all? he all againe ſhall win; 

Is Sinne his Maſter? he ſhall maſter ſinne : | | 

Too hardy ſoule,with finne the field to trie: | 
The onely way to conquer, was to flie, 

But thus long death bath liu'd, and now deaths ſclfe ſhall die, 
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Chills wittorie, 


Tl 

He is a path, if any be miſled, 
He is a robe, if any naked bee, 
If any chaunce to Fm , he is bread, 
If any be a bondman, he is free, 
If avy be but weake, howe ſtrong is hee? 

To dead men life he is, to bcke men health, 

To blinde men fight, and to the needie wealth, 
| A pleaſure without loſle, a treaſure without Realth., 


78 


Who can forget, never to be torgor, 
The time, that all the world in ſlumber lies, 
When, like the (tarres, the ſinging Angels ſhot 
To earth, and heau'n awaked all his eyes, 
To ſce another Sunne,at midnight 4 
On cart}? was never fight of parcil fame, 

Far God before Man like himſelfe did frame, 

But God himſclfe now like a mortall man became, 


: | 9 
A Child he was, and had not on to ſpeake, 
That with his word the world before did make, 
His Mothers armes him bore,he was ſo weake, 
That with one hand the vaults of heau'n could ſhake, 
Sec how ſmall roome my infant Lord doth take, 
Whom all the world is not enough to hold, 
Who of his yeares; or of his age ute rold? 
Neuer ſuch age fo young, neuer a child fo old, 


8 
And yet but newely he was infanted, 
And yet alccadie he was ſought to die, 
Yet ch borne, alreadie baniſhed, 
Not able yet t> goe, and forc'r to flie, 


Whom ſhee 
celebrares 
from the 
time of his 
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EgyPts 


The Angels, 


Men, 


| Sing, Simeon, fing, fing Simeon, fing apace. 


I 


24. (rift vitorie. 


Bur ſcarcely fled away, when by and by, 

The Tyrans fword with blood is all defil'd, 
And Rachel, for her ſonnes with furie wild, 
Cries,O thou crue!l King,and O my ſweeteſt child, 


81 

Egypt iis Nource became, whear Nilus ſprings, 

Who ſtreic, to entercaine the riling ſunne, 

The baſty harueſt in hi> boſome brings; 

Burt now for drieth the fields wear all vadone, 

And now with waters all is ouerrunne, 
So faſt the Cynthian mountaines powr'd their ſnowe, 
When once they felt the ſunne ſo neere then glowe, 


That Nilus Egypt loſt, and to a ſea did growe, 


82 

The Angells caroll'd lowd their ſong of peace, 
The curled Oracles wear {irucken dumb, 
To ſee their Sheapheard, the poore Sheapheards preſs, 
To ſee their King, the Kingly Sophics come, 
And them to guide vnto his Maſters home, 

A Starre comes dauncing vp the orient, 

That iprings for ioye ouer the firawy tent, 
Whear gold, to make their Prince a crowne, they all prefenc, 


_ 

Young Iohn, glad child,before he could be borne, 
Leapt in the woombe, his ioy to prophecie, 
[Old Anna though with age all ſpent, and worne, 
Proclaimes her | Myon to polteritie, 
And Simeon faſt his dying notes doeth plie., 
Oh how the bleſſed ſoules about him trace, 

It js the fire of heau'n thou doeſt embrace, 


Wich 


Chriſts uiftorie. 


8 

| With that the mightie thunder dropt away 

From Gods vnwarie arme,now milder growne, 

And melted into teares,as if to pray 

For pardon, and for pittie, it had knowne, 

That ſhould baue been for ſacred vengeance throwne : 
Thereto the Armies Angelique devo'wd 
Their former rage,and all to Mercie bo'wd, 

Their broken weapons at her feet they gladly ftrow'd. 


85 

Bring,bring ye Graces all your ſilver flaskers, . 
Painted with euery choiceſt flowre that \ 0 
That I may ſoone vnflow'r your fragrant baskers, 
To ftrowe the fields with odours whear he goes, 
Let what ſo e're he treads on be aroſe. 

So downe ſhee let her eyelids fall,to ſhine 

Vpon the rivers of bright Paleſtine, 
Whoſe woods drop honie,and her rivers skip with wine. 


A Tranſition 
ey Chriſts {| 
ſecond vi- 
&oric. 


HEAg D 7: CHRISTS 


YE 


kk 


>. 4 * "n 
Ss. Ef , ©# 


" FP rt; ED 


# 
Y * 
ASD LID ASD SD ESL SSD NS LS ESTES TS 


> D 
- # 
-#. 


$3 i% '* 7 
es. xI=7 _ # 


Cx NCIDIET 


14 => al 3y 
3 &.2..2, 


Ss $S > - » =_ io 
" x by . WF. 
LL RS DI SDSS SDL 


Fm 


et 


'A 


> FF, 


t - 
% \. 
i, _ # ,< 
" «6 


— _ 


-- 


——— 
: 


— CT ES 


Chri!t 
brought 1i1- 
ro te place 
of combat, 
the wilder- 
nes,among 
the wilde 


I-13, 


! Deſcribed 
by his pro- 
| per Attri- 
| bute. The 
Mercic of 
God. 


beaſts. Mark. 


0n Earth, 


I h 
Hear all alone ſhe ſpi'd,alss the while; 
In ſhadie darknes a poore Deſolate, 
KK Thatnow had meaſur'd many a wearie mile, - 
Through a waſt deſert, whicher heau'nly fate, 
And his owne will him brought; he praying fate, 
And him to prey, as he to pray began, 
The Citizens of the wilde forreſt ran, 
And all with open throat would ſwallowe whole the man, 


| 2 

Soone did the Ladie to her Graces crie, 

And on their wings her ſelfe did nimbly trowe, 

Aﬀer her coach a thouſand Loues did flie, 

So doune into the wildernefle they throwe, 

Whear ſhe, and all her trayne that with her flowe 
Thorough the ayrie waue, with ſayles ſo gay, 
Sinking into his breſt that wearie lay, 

Made ſhipwracke of themſclues, and vaniſh't quite away. 


a 


3 
Seemed that Man had them deuoured all, 
Whome to deuoure the beaſts did make pretence, 
But him their ſaluage thirſt did nought appall, 
Though weapons none he had for his defence: 


Whar 


ts — 


| 


| 


'# brifls uittorie. 


What armes for Innocence, but Innocence ? 
For when they ſaw their Lords bright cognizance 
Shine in his face, ſoone did they diſadyaunce, 

And ſome ynto him kneele, and ſome about him daunce. 


Downe fell the Lordly bw angrie mood, 

And he himſelfe fell downe, in congies lowe; 

Bidding him welcome to his waſtfull wood, 

Sometime he kill the grafſe whear he did goe, 

And,as to waſh his feete he well did knowe, 
With fauning tongue he lickt away the duſt, 
And cuery one would neereſt to him thruſt, 

And cuery one, with new,forgot his former lult, 


Vamindfull of himſclfe, to ods his Lord, 
The Lamb ſtood gazing by the Tygers fide, 
As though berweene them they had made accord, 
And on the Lions back the goate did ride, 
Forgetfull of the roughnes of the hide, 
If he Rood (ill, their eyes vpon him bayted, 
If walk'r, they all in order on him wayted, 
And when be ſlep't,they as his watch them(felues conceited, 


6 
Wonder doeth call me vp to ſee, O no, 
I cannot ſee, and therefore ſinke in woonder, 
The man, that ſhines as bright as God, not ſo, 
For God he is himſelfe, that cloſe lies vnder 
That man, ſo cloſe, that no time can difſunder 
That band, yet nor ſo cloſe, but from him breake 
Such beames, as morrall eyes are all roo weake 
Such fight to ce, or it, if they ſhould ſee, to ſpeake. 
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7 
[Von a graſſic hillock he was laid, 


With woodie primroſes befreckeled, 

Quer his head the wanton ſhadowes plaid 

Of a wilde olive, that her bowg[:'s ſo ſpread, 

As with her leau's ſhe ſeem'd to crowne his head, 
And her greene armes to'embrace the Prince of peace, 
The Sunne ſo neere, needs muſt the winter ceaſe, 

The Sunne ſo ncere, another Spring ſeem'd to increaſe, 


8 
His haire was blacke, and in ſmall curls did twine, 
As though ic wear the ſhadowe of ſome light, 
And vnderneath his face, as day, did ſhine, 
Bur ſure the day ſhined not halfe ſo bright, 
Nor the Sunnes ſhadowe made fo darke a night, 
Vnder his louely locks,her head to ſhroude, 
Did make Humilitie her ſelfe growe proude, 


Hither, to light their lamps, did all the Graces croude. 


9 
One of ten thouſand ſoules I am, and more, 
Thar of his eyes, and their ſweere wounds complaine, 
Sweete are the wounds of loue,neuer ſo fore, 
Ah might he often ſlaic mee fo againe. 
He never liues, that thus is neuer ſlaine. 
What boots it watch? thoſe eyes, for all my art, 
_ Mine owne eyes looking on, haue ſtole my heart, 
In them Loue bends his bowe,and dips his burning dart. 


10 
As when the Sunne, caught in an aduerſe clowde, 
Flics croſſe the world, and thear a new begets, 
The watry picture of his beautie proude, 
Throwes all abroad his ſparkling ſpangelers, 


And 
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29 


And the whole world in dire amazement ſets, 
To ſee ewo dayes abroad at once, and all 
Doubt whither nowe he riſe, or nowe will fall: 


Ir 

| His cheekes as ſnowie apples, ſop't in wine, 

Had their red roſes quencht with lillies white, 

And like to garden {trawberries did ſhine, 

Waſh'tin a Feats of milke, or roſe-buds brighe 

Vaboſoming their breſts againſt the light: 
Here loue-ſicke ſoules did eat, thear dranke, and 
Sweete-ſmelling poſies, that could neuer fade, 


I2 
For laughter neuer look't vpon his brov e, 
Though in his face all ſmiling ioyes did bide, 
No filken banners did about him flowe, 
Fooles make their fetters enſignes of their pride: 
He was belt cloath'd when naked was his fide, 
A Lambe he was, and wollen flcece he bore, 


But bared were his legges, {o went the times of yore, 
7; 

As two white marble pillars that vphold - 

Gods holy place whear he in glorie fects, 

And riſe with goodly grace and courage bold, 

To beare his Temple on their ample ierts, 

Vein'd cuery whear with azure rivulets, 
Whom all the people on ſome holy morne, 
With boughs and flowiie garlands doe adorne, 


So flan'd the Godly fleſh, proude of his heau'nly thrall, 


made 


But worldly cycs him chought more like ſome living ſhade, 


Wove with one thread, his feete Jowe (zndalls wore, 


Ofſuch, though fairer farre, this Temple was vpborne, 
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Chriſts viftorie. 


I4 
Twice had Diana bent her golden bowe, 
And ſhot from heau'n her {11uer ſhafts, to rouſe 


The ſluggiſh faluages, that den belowe, 


Ard all the day in lazie couert drouze, 
Since him the ſilent wildernefle did houſe, 
The heau'n his roofe, and arbour harbour was, 
The ground his bed, and his moiſt pillowe grafle, 
Buc fruit chear none did growe, nor riucrs none did paſſe, 


iy 
At length an aged Syre farre off he ſawe 


Come {lowely footing, eueric flep he gueſt 


One of his feete he from the graue did drawe, 

Three legges he had, the woodden was the beſt, 

And all the waic he went, he euer bleſt | 
With benedicities, and prayers ftore, . 
But the bad ground was bleficd ne'r the more, 


And all his head with ſnowe of Age was waxen hore, 


16 
A good old Hermit he might ſeeme to be, 
That for deuotion had the world forſaken, 
And now was travailing ſome Saint to ſee, 
Since to his beads he had himſclte betaken, 
Whear all bis former ſinnes he might awaken, 
And them might waſh away with dropping brine, 
Andalmes, and faſts, and churches diſcipline, 
And dead, might relt his bones ynder the holy ſhrine, 


17 
But when he neerer came, he lowted lowe 
With prone obeylance , and with curt'hie kinde , 
That at his feere his head he ſeemd to throwe; 
Whar needs him now another Saint to finde? 


Aﬀes-| 


(hri fs vittorie, 
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- 


AﬀeRions are the failes, and faith the wind, 
Thar to this Saint a thouſand ſoules conueigh 
Each hour':O happy Pilgrims thither firey! 
What caren they for beaſts, or for the wearie way? 


18 

' Soone the old Palmer his deuotions ſung, 

Like pleaſing anthems, moduled in time, 

For well that aged Syre could tip his tongue 

With golden foyle of eloquence, and lime, 

And licke his rugged ſpeech with phcaſes prime. 
Ay me, quoth he, how many yeares haue beene, 
Since theſe old eyes the Sunne of heau'n have ſeene! 


| Certes the Sonne of heau n they now behold I weene, 


| 19 
Ah,mote my humble cell ſo bleſſed be 
As beau'n to welcome in his lowely roofe, 
And be the Temple for thy deitic/ 
Loc how my cottage wotſhips thee aloofe, 
Thar vnder ground bath hid his head, in proofe 
It doth adore thee with the feeling lowe, 
Here hovie, milke, and cheſnurs wild doe growe, 
The boughs a bed of leaues vpon thee ſhall beſtowe. 


20 
But oh, he ſaid, and therewith (igh't full deepe, 
The heau'ns, alas, too envious are growne, 
Becayſe our fields thy preſence from them keepe; 
For flones doe growe,where corne was lately ſowne: 
(So Rtooping downeghe gather'd vp a fione) 
But thou with corne cariſt make this ſtone to eare, 
What nceeden we the argrie heau'ns to feare? 
Let them enuie vs ftill, ſo we enioy thee here, 


1 bus 
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Thus on they wandred, but thoſe holy weeds 
A inonſtrous Serpent, and no man did couer, 
So vnder greenelt heatbs the Adder feeds: 
And round about that ſtinking corps did houer 
The diſmall Prince of gloomie night, and ouer 

His euer-damned head the Shadowes err'd 

Of thouſand peccant ghoſts, vnſcene, vaheard, 
And all che Tyrant feares, and all the Tyrant fear'd, 


22 

He was the Sonne of blackeſt Acheron, 
Whear many frozen ſoules doe chatrring lie, 
Andrul'd the burning waues of Phlegethon, 
Whear many more in flaming ſulphur frie, 
At once compel'd to liue and forc'r to die, 

Whear nothing can be heard for the loud crie 

Of oh, and ah, and our alas that I 
Or once againe might liue, or once at length might die, 


23 

Ere long they came neere to a balefull bowre, 
Much like the mouth of that infernall caue, 
That gaping ſtood all Commers to deuoure, 
Darke, dolctull, dreary, like a greedy graue, 
That till for carrion carkaſſes doth craue. 

The ground no hearbs, but venomous did beare, 

Nor ragged trees did leaue, but euery whear 
Dead bones, and skulls wear caſt, and bodies hanged wear, 


*t 
Vpon the rooſe the bird of ſorrowe far 
Elonging ioyfull day with her ſad ore, 
And through the _ aire, the fluttring bat 


Did waue her leather ſayles, and blindely flote, 


Wile 


1 


[ 
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7 
Now he weuld dreame that he from heauen fell, 


| 4.8 E x _ There- | 


While with her wings the fatall Shreechowle ſmote 
Th' vnblefſed houſe, thear, on acraggy tone, 


Celcno hung, and made his direfull mone, 
And all about the murdered ghoſts did hreek, and grone, 


2 
Like clowdie De ome ſhadowie grouc, 
Such was the light in which DesParrs did dwell, PAS "PIs 
But he himſelfe wich night for darkenefle troue, nance,Ap- 
His blacke vncombed locks diſhevell'd fell ble appeck 
About his face, through which, as brands of hell, rion5,&c, 


Sunk in his skufl, his ſtaring eyes did glowe, 
That made him deadly looke, their glimpſe did ſhowe 
Like Cockatrices eyes, that ſparks of poyſon throwe, 


26 

His cloaths wear ragged clouts, with thornes pind faſt, 
And as he muſing lay, toſtonie fright | 
A thouſand wilde Chimera's would him calt : 
As when a fearefull dreaine, in mid R& of night, 
Skips to the braine, and phanſies to the fight 

Some winged furie, {trait the haſty foor, 

Eger to flic, cannot plucke vp his roor, 
The voyce dies in the rongue, and mouth gapes without boot. 


2 | 


And then would ſnatch the ayre, afraid to fal!; 

And now he thought he finking was to hell, 

And then would graſp the earth, and now his ſtall 

Him ſeemed hell, and then he our would crawle, 
And euer, as he crept, would {quinr alide, 
Left him, perhaps, ſome Furie nad eſpide, 

And then, alas, he ſhould in chaines for cuerbide., 
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28 
Therefore he ſoftly ſhrunke, and ſtole away, 
Ne euer durit to drawe his breath for feare, 
Till co the doore he came, and thear he lay 
Panting for breath, as though he dying were, 
And till be thought, he felt cheir craples teare 
Him by che heels backe to his ougly denne, 
Out faine he would haue leapt abroad, bur then 


The heau'n, as hell, he fear'd,that puniſh guilty men, 


29 

Within the gloomie bole of this pale wight 
The Serpent woo d him with his charmes to inne, 
Thear he might baire the day, and reſt che night, 
But vnder that ſame baite a fearefull grin 
Was readie to intangle him in finne, 

But he vpon ambrofia daily fed, 

That grew in Eden, thus he anſwered, 
So both away wear caught, and tothe Temple fled, 


-" a 

Well knewe our Sauiour this the Serpent was, 

And the old Serpent knewe our Sauiour well, 

Never did any this in falſhood paſſe, 

Neuer did any him in truth excel]: 

With him we fly to heau'n, from heau'n we fell 
With him : but nowe they both together met 
Vpon the ſacred pinnacles, that threat 

With their aſpiring tops, Aftrzas fiarrie ſear, 


| 31 
Here did PRESVMPTION her pauillion ipread, 
Ouer the Temple, the bright ſtarres among, 
(Ah that her foot ſhould trample on the head 
Of that moſt reuerend place!) and a lewd throng 


Of 
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Ot wanton boyes ſung her a pleaſant ſong 
Ofloue, long life, of mercie, and of grace, 
And every one her deercly did embrace, 

And ſhe herſelfe enamour'd was of her owne face. 


2 , 

A painted face, belied with vermeyl tore, 
Which light Eyelpis euery day did trimme, 
Thac in one hand a guilded anchor wore, 
Not fixed on the rocke, bur on the brimme 
Of the wide aire ſhe let it looſely ſaimme: 

Her other band a ſprinkle carried, 

And ever, when her Ladie wauered, 
Court-boly water 8ll vpon her ſprinkeled, 


3 . 
Poore foole, ſhe thought herſelfe in wondrous price 
With God, as if in Paradife ſhe wear, 
Bur, wear ſhce not in a fooles paradiſe, 
She might haue ſcene more reaſon to deſpere: 
But himThe, like ſome ghaſtly fiend, did feare, 
And therefore as that wretch hew'd out his cell 
Vader the bowels, in the heart of hell, 


So the abouc the Moone, amid the ftarres would dwell, 


Her Tent with ſunny wME x was ſecl'd aloft, 
And fo exceeding ſhove with a falle light, 
That heau'n it ſelfe to her it ſeemed of 

Heau'n without cloudes to her deluded fight, 


| But cloudes wichouten heau'n it was aright, 


And as her houſe was built, ſo did her braine 
Build caſtles in the aire, with idle paine, 
But heart ſhe ncuer had in all her body vaine., 
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Like as a ſhip, in which no ballancelies, 
Withour a P1lor,on the ſleeping waues, 
Fairely along with winde,and water flies, | 
4r.d painted malis with Glken ſayles embranes, 
That Neptune ſelfe the bragging veſſel] ſaues, 

To laugh a while at her ſo proud aray ; 

Her wauing ſtreamers looſely ſhee lers play, 
And flagging colours ſhine as bright as ſmiling day : 


36 I 
But all ſo ſoone as heau'n.his browes-doth bend, 


|Shee veils her banners,and pulls.in her beames, 


The emptie barke the raging billows ſend 
Vp to th' Olympique waues,and Argus ſeemes 
Againe to ride vpon our lower ſtreames : 
Right ſo PRESvmPrION did her ſelfe behaue, 
Toſſed about with euery ftormie waue, 
And in white lawne ſhee went, molt like an Angel braue, 


7 

Gently our Sauiour "'S. began to ſhtive, 
Waither he wear the Sonne of God,orno; 
For any other ſhee diſdeign'd to wive: 
And if he wear,ſhee bid him featles throw 
Himſelfe to ground, and thearwithall did ſhow 

A flight of lictle Angels, that did wait 

Vpon their glittering wings,to latch him ſtrait, 
And longed on their backs to feele his glorious weight, 


8 
But when ſhe ſaw her (| _ preuailed nought, 
Her ſelfe ſhe tombled headlong to the flore ; 
But him the Angels on their feathers caught, 
And to an ayrie mountaine nimbly bore, 
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Whole ſnowie ſhoulders,like ſome chavlkie ſhore, 
Refiles Olympus ſeem'd:to reſt vpon 


The Dragon with the Lamb, Ah;vaineet Paragon, 


39 

All ſuddegly the hill his ſhowe deuours, 
[In lie:v whereof a goodly garden grew, 
As if the ſnow had melted into flow'rs, 
Which their ſweet breath in ſubcill wpours threw, 
| That all abour perfumed ſpirits flew. 
For what ſo euer might aggrate the ſenſe, 
In all the woxld,or pleaſe the appetence, 
Heer it was powredoout in laviſh affluence. 
| 49 
Not louely Idz might with this compare, 
Though many ſtreames his banks befiluered, 
Though Xanthus with his golden ſands he bare, 
Nor Hibla,chough his thyme depaſtured, 
As faſt againe with honie bloſſomed, 

Ne Rhodope,ne Tewpes flowrie playne, 

Adonis garden was tothis but vayne, 


41 
For in all theſe, ſome one thing moſi did grow, 
Bur in this one,grewall things els beſide, 


| For ſweet varietic herſelfe did throw 
To every banke,here all the ground ſhe dide 


In liltie white, there pinks cblazed wide ; 
And damask't all the carth, and here ſhee ied 
Ble:v violets, and there came roſes ret, 
Andeuery ſight the yeelding ſenſe,as capriue led. 


With all his ſwimming globes : [o both are gone, 


Though Plato on his beds a flood of praile did royne. 
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42 
The garden like a Ladie faire was cur, 
That lay as if ſhee flumber'd in delighr, 
And to the open skies her eyes did ſhut ; 
Tae azure fields of heav'n wear ſemubled righe 
In a large round, fer with the flowr's cf light, 
The flowr's de-luce,and the round ſparks of deaw, 
That hung vpon their azure leaves, did ſhew 
Like twinkling (iarrs,thar ſparkle in th'cau'ning blew, 


Z 

Vpon a hillie banke erkacd thee caſt, 
On which the bowre of Vaine-Delighe was builr, 
White,and red roſes for her face wear plac't, 
And for her treſfes Marigolds wear ſpilt : 
Them broadly ſhee dilplaid, like flaming guilt, 
Till in the ocean the glad day wear drown'd, 
Then vp againe her yellow locks ſhe wound, 

And with greene fillets in their prettie calls them bound. 


44 

What ſhould I here depeint ber lillie hand, 

Her veines of violets, her ermine breſ}, 

Which thear in orient colours living Rand, 

Oc how her gowne with blken leaues is dreſt ; 

Or how her watchmen,arm'd with boughie cref}, 
A wall of prim hid in his buſhes bears, 
Shaking at cuery winde their leauie ſpears, 

While ſhe {upinely fleeps,ne to be waked fears ? 


| 45 

| Ouer the hedge depends the graping Elme, 
Whoſe greener head,empurpuled in wme, 
Seemed to wonder at his bloodie helmwe, 
And halfe ſuſpeR the bunches of the vine, 


———— 
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|Three gaping mermaides with their eawrs did feede, 


( brivts vitorie. 29 


Leaſt they, perhaps, his wit ſhould yndermine, 
For well he knewe ſych-fxuir he never bore: {3 
But her weake armes embraced him the more, - 

And with her ruby grapes Iaught at her paramour. 


| 6 

Vnder the ſhadowe of theſe drunken elmes 

A Fountaine roſe, where Pavgloretra vſes, 

(When her ſome flood of fancie ouerwhel.ns, 

And one of all her fauourites ſhe chuſes) 

To bath herſelfe, whom the in luſt abuſes, 
And from his wanton body ſucks his ſoule, 
Which drown'd in pleaſure, in that ſhaly bowle, 

And ſwimming in delight, doth amarouſly rowle, 


The font of luer was, and f his ſhowrs 
In filuer fell, onely the guilded bowles 
(Like to a ſornace, that the min'rall powres) 
Seem'd to haue moul't it in their ſhining holes: 
And on the water,like to burning coles, 
On liquid hluer, leaues of roles Jay: 
But when PaxGLokas here did liſt co play, | 
Roſe water then it ranne, and milke it rain d they ſay, 


4 
The roofe thicke cloudes did paint, ſrom which three boyes 


Whoſe breſts ler fall the ſtreame, with ſeepie noiſe, 
To Lions mouths, from whence ir leapt with ſpeede, 
Andin the roſie lauer ſeem'd to bleed, 

The naked boyes vato the waters fall, 

Their Ronie nightingales had taught to call, 
When Zephyr breath'd into their watry interall. 


And 
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And all about, embayed in ſoft ſleepe, 
A heard of charmed beafts aground wear ſpread, 
| Which che faire Witch in goulden chaines did keepe, 
And them in willing bondage fettered, | | 
Oace men they liu'd, bur now the men were dead, 
And turn'd to beaſts, fo fabled Homer old, 
That Circe,with her potion, charm'd in gold, 
Vid manly ſoules in bealtly bodies to immould, 


O | 
Through this falſe Eder, to his Lemans bowre, 
(Whome thouſand ſoules deuourly idolize) 
Our firſt deſtroyer led our Sauiour, 
Thear in the lower roome, in ſolemne wiſe, 
| They daunc' around, and powr'd their ſacrifice 
| ToplumpeLyzus, and among the reſt, 
| Theiolly Prieſt}, in yvie garlands dreſt, 
Chaunted wild Orgialls,in honour of the feaſt. 


Fl 
Others within their arbours {willing far, 
(For all the roome about was arboured} 
With laughing Bacchus, that was growne lo fat, 
That ſtand he could not, but was carried, 
And euery cuening freſhly watered, 
To quench his fierie cheeks, and all about 


Flaggons of wine, to ſer on fire that {pucing rout, 


a ' 
; This their inhumed ſoules cſieem'd their wealths, 
[To crowne the bouzing kan from day to night, | 
| And ficke to drinke themſelues wich drinking healths, 
| Some vomiting.all drunken with delighr. 


Smali cocks broke through the wall, and allied out 


| 


} 
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Hence to a lofr,carv'dall in yvorie white, | : Luxurie, 
They came, whear whieer Ladies naked went, | 
Melted in pteaſure,and ſoft languiſhmeatr, 

And ſunke in beds of roſes, amourous glaunces ſent, 


| 3 

Flie,flie thou holy child _ wanton roome, 

And thou my chafter Muſe choſe harlots ſhun, 

And with him to a higher ſtorie come, 2. Avartee, 

| Whear maunts of gold,and fl»uds of filuer run, 

' The while the owners, with their wealth vndone, 

| Starve in their ſtore, and in their plentie pine, 
Tumbling them(clues vpon their heaps of mine, 

Gluttiog cheir famiſh't ſoules with the deceitfull thine, 


| 
| 
F 54 | : 
| Ah,who was he ſuch pretious perills found ? 
How ſtrongly Nature did her treaſures bide ; 
| [And threw vpen them mountains of thicke ground, 
To darke their orie luflre;bur queint Pride 
Hath taught her Sonnes to wound their mothers ſide, 
And gage the depth, to ſearch for flaring ſhells, 
| In whole bright boſome ſpumie Bacchus ſwells, 
[That neither heau'n, nor earth henceforth in lafeue dwells, 
| 


| O ſacred hunger of the -—d eye, 

| Whoſe neede hath end, but no end covetiſe, 

Emptie in fulnes, rich in pouertie, 

That hauing all things,nothing can ſuffice, 

How thou befancieft the men moſt wiſe ? 
The poore man would be rich, the rich man great, | 
The great man King, the King,in Gods owne ſeat 

Enthron'd,with mortal arme dares flames,and thunder threar. | 
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[Therefore aboue the reft Ambition ſat: 
His Court with glitterant pearle wasall enwall'd, 
And round about the wall in chaires of State, 
And moſt maieſtique ſplendor, wear enſtall'd 
A hundred Kings, v-boſe temples wear impal'd 

In goulden diadems, fet here, and thear 

W:th diamounds, and gemmed eucry wheag, 
And of their golden virges none diſceptred wear, 


- 

High ouer all, Panglories blazing throne, 

[n her bright turret,/all of chriftall wrought, 

Like Phzbus lampe in midft of heaven, ſhone: 

Whoſe [tarry top, with pride infernall fraught, 

Selfe-arching columns to yphold wear taught: 
In which, her Image ſtill refleQed was 


la beauty, and in frailtie, did all others paſſe, 
8 


A Siluer wande the Fe +" did (way, 
And, fora crowne of gold, her haire ſhe wore, 
Onely a garland of ng did play | 
About her locks, and in her hand, ſhe bore 
A hollowe globe of glaſſe, that long before, 
Sne full of empcineſle had bladdered, 
And gl the world therein depictured, 


| 79 
Such watry orbicles young boyes doe blowe 
Out fcom their ſopy ſmells, and much admire 
The ſwimming world, which tenderly they rowe 


| With eafie breath, till it be waved higher, 


By the ſmooth chriftall, that moſt like her glaſſe, 


Whoſe colours, like the rainebowe, euer vaniſhed. 


_Þuc 
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Buc it they chaunce but roughly once aspire, 

The painted bubble inſtangly doth tall, 

Here when ſhe came, ſhe gan for muſique call, 
And ſung this wooing ſong, to welcome him withall, 


Loue'is the bloſſome whear thear blowes 
Euery thing, thar liues, or growes, 
Loue doth make the heau'ns to moue, 
And the Sun doth burne in loue; 
Loue the ſtrong, and weake doth yoke, 
And makes the yuie climbe the oke, 
Vnder whoſe ſhadowes Lions wilde, 
Soft'ned by Loue, growe tame, and mild; 
Loue no med'cine can appealc, 
He burnes the fiſhes in the ſeas, 
Not all the skill his: wounds can ſtench, 
Not all the ſea his fire can quench; 
Loue did make the bloody ipcar 
Once a leuie coat to wear, 
While in his leaves thear ſhrouded lay 
Sweere birds, for love, that fing, and play; 
And of all loves joyfull flame, 
I the bud, andbloſlome am. 

Onely bend thy knee to me, 

Thy woocing, ſhall thy winning be, 


See, ſee the flowers that belowe, 
Now as fteſh as morniog blowe, 
And of all, the virgin roſe, 

Thar as bright Aurora ſhowes, 
How they all vnleaved die, 
Looſing their virgintie: 

Like vnto a furmer-ſhade, 


But now borne, and now they fade, 
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Every ching doth paſſe away, 
Thear is danger in delay, 
Come, come gather then the roſe, 
Gather it, or it you loſe.” 
All the ſande of Tagus ſhore 
Inro my boſome caſts his ore; 
All the valleys (wimming corne 
To my houſe is yeerely borne; 
Euery grape,of euery vine | 
Is gladly bruiſ'd zo make me wine, 
While ten thouſand kings, as proud, 
To carry vp my traine, haue bow d, 
And a world of Ladies ſend me 
In my chambers ro attend me: 

All the ſtarres in heau'n that ſhine, 
And ten thouſand more, are mine : 
Onely bend thy knee to mee, 

Thy wooing ſhall thy winning bee, 


60 24 
Thus ſought the dire Enchauntreſs in his minde 
Her gvilefull bay: to have emboſomed, 
But he her charmes diſperſed into winde, 
And her of :nfolence admoniſhed, 
And all her optique glaſſes ſhattered, 

So with her Syre to hell ſhee rooke her flight, 


Gr 
Bur to their Lord,now muſing in his thought, 
A heauenly volic of light Angels flew, : - . :, 
And from his Father him a banquet brought, 
Through the fine element, for well they knew, 


(The Rarting ayre flew from the damned ſpright,) 
Whear deeply both aggriev'd,plunged thzmſelues in night, 


_....  CHrifervitloree. 45] . | 


{After his lenten faſt,he hungric grew, | 
! And,ashe fed,the holy quires combine 

To ling a hymne of the celeſtiall Trine ; 

| All chought ta paſſe, and each was paſt all thought divine, 


| | 62 
The birds ſweet notes, to ſonnet out their toyes, | PO EREL 

Attemper'd ta the layes Angelical], . _ 
And to the birds,the winds artane their noyſe, | 
Ando the winds; the waters hoarcely call,” 5h” | 
| And Eccho back againe tevoycedially. © ok uy hl 

That the whole valley rung with victorie, 

But now our Lard to ref} doth homewards flie : | 
Sec how the Night comes Realing from the mounzains high, 
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"CHRISTS TRIVMPH 
over, and after death. 


' HVMILITAS CHRISTI. 


Vermis ſum,& non homo. 
Pſalm.22-6. 


Quid tnas recegis nimis tegendo 
NoQeluca faccs $ partes latendo : 
Ipſa es ſphara ruz, comesq;ſtella: 
Diem h repetis, die latebis. 

Non ee nox tenebris regit fovendo, 
Sed re tiox latcbris tregendo prod. 
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 CHRISTS TRIVMPH 
over Death. 


IT 
O downe the filuer ſtreames of Eridan, 
On either fide bank'r with a lilly wall, 
Whicer then both, rides the triumphant Swan, 
And ſings his dirpe, and prophefies his fall, 
Diving into his wartric funeral: 
But Eridan to Cedron muſt ſubmir 
His flowry ſhore, nor can be cnuic ir, 
If when Apollo cngs, his ſwans doe filcar fit, 


2 
That heau'nly voice I more delight to heare, 
Then gentle ayres to breath, or ſwelling waues 
Againlt the ſounding rocks cheir boſomes teare, 
Or whiſtling reeds, that rutty Tordan Taues; 
| And with their verdure his white head embraues, 
To chide the windes,or hiuing bees; that flic | 
About the laugbing blooſmgof ſallawic, 


Rocking aſleepe the idle groomes that lazic lic. 
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And yer, how can [I heare thee ſinging goe 
When men iacenſ'd with hate, FT foreſer? 
Or els, why doe I heare thee fighing ſo , 
When thou, inflan'd with loue, their life doeft get? 
That Loue, and bare, and fighs, and ſongs are met; 

Bur thus , and onely thus thy loue did crave, 

To ſende thee (1nging for vs to thy graue, 
While we ſought thee to kill, and thou foughr'ſt ys to ſane. 


When I remember Chrifl our burden beares, 

[ looke for glorie, bur finde miſerie; 

I laoke for joy, but finde a fea of reares; 

[ looke that we ſhould live, and finde bim die; 

I looke for Angels ſongs,and heare him crie: 
Thus what Ilooke, I cannot finde ſo well, 
Or rather, what I finde, I cannoe cell, 


5 
Chriſt ſuffers, and in this, his teares begin, 
| Suffers for vs, and our ioy ſprings in this, 
Suffers to death, here js his Maphood ſeen, 
Suffers to riſe, and here his Godhead is, 
For Man, that could not by himſelfe haveril, 
Our of the grave doth by the Godhezd riſe, 
And God, that could not die, iv Manhood dies, 
[That we in both might live, by that ſreete ſacrifice. 


” | 
| Goe giddy braines, whoſe witts are thought ſo freſh, 
Plucke all the Aowr's that Nature forth doth throwe, 
Goe (iicke them on the cheekes of wanton fleſh; 
Poore idol, (forc't atonce to fall and growe) _ 


Theſe bankes ſo narrowe are, thoſe ſtreames ſo highly ſv ell, 


Of 


| 
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Ot ftading roſes, and of melting ſnowe: 
Your ſongs exceede your matter, this of mine, 
The matter, which ie fings, ſhall make diuine, 

As (tarres dull puddles guild, in which their beauties ſhine, 


| 7 | 
Who doth not ſce drewn'd in Deucalions name, 
earth his men, and ſca bad loft his ſhore) 
Old Noah; and inNius lock, the farve 
Of Sampſon yet aliue; and lorg before 
In Phaethons,mine owne fall I deploce: 
Bur he that conquer'd hell, to ferch againe 
His virgin widowe, by 8 ſerpent (laine, 
Another Orpheus was then dreaming poets feigne, 
8 
| That taughe the ſtones ro melt for paſſion, 
And dormant ſea, to heare him, Glenc lie, 
And at his voice, the watrie nation 


ITo flocke, as if they deem'd it cheape, to buy 


With their owne deaths his ſacred barmonie: 

The while the waues flood fil: ro-heare his ang, 
And fteadie ſhore wau'd with the reeling throng 
Of thirſtic ſoules, that hung vpon his fluent tongue, 


| 9 
|| What better friendſhip, then to couer ſhame? 
| What greater loue, then for a friend to dic? 
Yet this is betrer to afſelf the blame, 

| And this is greater, for an enemie: 

Bur more then this, to die,not ſuddenly, 

Not with ſome common death, or eafie paine, 

But ſlowely, and with torments tobefſlaine, 

O depth, withour a depth, farre better ſeene, then ſaine! 
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And yer the Sonne is humbled for the Slaue, 
And yet the Slaue is proude before the Sonne: 
Yer the Creator for his cteature gaue | 
Hirnſelfe, and yet tre creature haſts to runne 
From his Creator, and ſe}f-goqd doth ſhunnes 
And yer the Prince, and God hicmſelfe doth crie 
To Man, his Traitour, pardon nor to fic, 
Yet Man his God, and Traytour doth his Prince defie. 


, [7 

'Who is it (ces not that he nothing is, 

But he that nothing ſces; what weaker breſ?, 

Since Adams Armour fail'd, dares warranc his? 

That made by God of all his creatures beſt, 

Strait made himſelfe the woorſt of all chereſt : 

* It any ſtrength we have, itis ro ill, 

© Bur all the good is Gods, both pow'r, and will : 


2 

But ler the thorny ſchools theſe punQualls 

Of wills, all good, or bad, or neuter diſs; 

Such joy we gained by our parentalls, 

That good, or bad, whither I cannot wils, 

To call it a miſhap, or happy miſs | 
That fell from Eden, and to heau'n did riſe; 
Albee the mitred Card'nall more did prize 

His part in Paris, then his part in Paradiſe, 


:  vieepbill ons 
A Tree was firſt the inftrument of ſtrife, | 


arument,the | Whear Eue to finneher ſoule did profiticure, , 
curicd Tree, | a Tree is now the infirument of life, Þ17 


The dead man cannot riſe, though he himſelfe may kul. 
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Though ill that trunke, and this faire body ſuit: 


"_— 


Ah, curled tree, and yet O blefled fruit ! 
That death to him, this life.to vs-doth giue-: 
Strange is the cure,when things palt cure revive, 
And the Phyſician dies, to make his paticot line, 


I 

Sweete Eden was the E of delight, 
Yet in his hony flowr's our poyſon blew; 
Sad Gethſeman the bowre of balefull night, 
Whear Chriſt a health of poiſon for vs jb} | 
Yet all our hony in that poyſon grewes 

So we from [iweeteſt flowr's, cauld ſucke Qur-bane, 

And Chriſt from bitter venome, could againe. 
| | Extract life our of death, and pleaſure our of paine, 


T M ; 

A Man was firſt the Eh of our fall, -, 
A Man is now the author of our riſe, | 
A Garden was the place we periſhr all, 
A Garden is the place he payes our price, 
And the old Serpent with a neue deviſc, 

Hath found a way himlelfe for to beguile; 
| Sohethatall mcotangledin his wile, 
Is now by one man caught, beguil'd with his owne guile, 


16 
The dewie night had.with her froftic ſhade. 
Immant'led all the werld,and the ſtiffe ground 
Sparkledja yce,onely the Lord, that made 
All for himſelfe,kimſclfe difſulved found, 
Sweat without hcat,and bled wichaut a wound : 
Ofheau'n,and-carth;and God, and Man forlore, 


| And thrice denied of thole,not to denic had (wore, | -, , 


#1 


Thrice begging helpe of thoſe, whoſe finnes be-bore, + 
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| 17 
| Yet had he beene alone of God forſaken, 


Or had his bodie beene imbroyl'd alone 

In fierce aſſault, he might, perhaps;have taken 

Some ioy in toule,when all toy els was gone, 

Burt that with God,and God to heau't is flow'n ; 
And Hell it ſclfe oue from her grave doth riſe, 
Black 3s the ftarles night,and with them flies, 

Yet blacker then they both, the Sonne of blaſphemies. 


18 | 

As when the Planets, with vnkind afpeR, 
Call from her caues the meaper peſiilence, 
The ſacred vapour,cagerto nifect, 
Obeyes the voyce of the ſad influence, 
And yomits vp a thouſand noyſomeſents, _ 

The well of life flaming his golden flood 

With the (icke ayre, fevers the boyling blood, 
And poiſuns all the bodic with contagious food, 


17 

The bold Phyhtitian, too incantelous, 
By thoſe he cures, hinſelfe is murdered, 
Kinenes infeRs, pitic is dangerous, 
And che poore infant,yet not fully bred, 
Thear where he ſhould be borne, lies buried : 

So the carke Prince, from his infernall cell, 

Caſts 7p his griefly Torturers of hell, 
And wherts them to revenge, with this inſulting ſpell, 


20 
Sce how the world ſmiles in eternall pexce ; 
While we,the harmles brats,and ruſftie thron 
Of Night, our ſnakes in curles doe pranke,and drefſe : 


Why ſleepe our drouzie ſcorpions fo long ? 


— 


Whear 


'Whear is our wonted vertue to doe wrong? 

Are we our lelues ; or arewe Graces prowety?* // \/7 
| TheSonnes of hell, or heau'n ? was never knowng 
|Our whips ſo ouer-mols't,and brands fo deadly blowne. 
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| 31 
'O long defired,neuer hop't for howre,,— | 

When our Tormentour ſhall our rorments feele !- 
Arme,arme your ſelues, ſad Dires of my pow'r, 

| And make our Iudge for pardon to vs kneele, 
;Sliſe,launch,dig,tearc him with your whips of ſteele : 

; My ſclfe in honour of ſo noble prize, bs 

'_  Willpowre you reaking blood, ſhed with the cries ;-** 
Of haſtie heyres, whotheir owne fathers facrifice, 


22 | 

With that a flood of poylon,blacke as hell, 
Our froin his filthy gorge,the beaf} did ſpue, 
That all about his blefled bodie fe, - 
And thoufand flaming ſerpents hiſſing flew 
About his ſoule, from helliſh ſulphur threw, 
| . Andevueryone brandiſhe his fierie rongue, 

And woorming all abour his ſoule they clung, 
But he their ings tore out, and tothe ground them flung, 


23 

So have I ſeene a rocks heroique bref, 
Againfi proud Neptune,that his ruin threats, 
When all his waues he hath to battle preſt, 
{And with a thouſand ſwelling billows beats 
The Aubborne Rone,and foams ,and chafes,and frets 

To heaue him from his roor, vnmooued ſtand ; 

And more in heapes the barking ſurges band, 

The more in pieces bear, flix weeping to the ſtrand, 
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So may wee oft a vent rous father ſee, 
To pleaſe his wanton ſonne, his onely ioy, 
Coaſt all abour,to catch the roving bee, 
And ſtung himſelfe, his buſic hands employ 
To ſave the honie, for the gamicſome boy : 
Or from the ſnake her rank'rous teeth erace, 
Making bis child the toothles Serpent chace, 
Oc, with his lictle bands, her cum'rous gorge embrace, 


2 
Thus Chriſt himſelfe co nodal ſorrow piues, 
While, deaw d incafte (leepe,dead Peter lies ; 
Thus Man in his owne grauec ſecurely liues, 
While Chrili aliue, with thouſand horrours dies, 
Yer more for theirs,then his owne pardon cries : 


No finnes he had, yet all our finnes he bare, 
| So much doth God for others evills care, 
And yet ſo caceles men for their owne cuills are. 


26 
See drouzie Peter, ſee whear Iudas wakes, 
Whear Iugas kiſſes him whom Peter flies : 
O kifſe more deatlly then the ſling of ſnakes / 
Falſe loue more hurtful] then truc injuries / 
Aye me ! how deerly God his Seruant buies ? 


| And Man his God,for thirtie pence hath [old, 
So tinne for filuer goes,and dunghill droffe for gold, 


Bud 27 
Yet was it not enough for Sinne to chuſe 
A Seruant,to betray his Lord to them ; 
But that a SubieR mult his Kiog accuſe, 
But that a Pagan muſt his God condemne, 


For God his man,at his owne blood doth hold, 
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Bur that a Father muſt his Sonne contemne, 
But that the Sonne muſt his owne death defire, 
That Prince, and People, Seruant, and the Sire, 
Gentil, and Iewe, and he againſt himſelfe conſpire? 


28 
Was this the oyle, to make thy Saints adore thee, 
The froathy ſpittle of the raſcall throng? 


| Ar thele the virges, that ar borne before thee, 


Baſe whipps of corde, and knotted all along? 
Is chis thy golden ſcepter, againſt wrong, 
A reedie.cane ? is that the crowne adornes 
Thy ſhining locks, a crowne of ſpiny thornes? 
Ar theas the Angels himns, the Priefts blaſphemous ſcornes? 


29 
Who euer ſawe Honour before aſham'd; 
Afﬀlited Maieſtic, debaſed height; 
Innocence guiltie, Honeltic defam'd; 
Libertie bound, Health fick, the Sunne in night? 
But ſince ſuch wrong was offred vntoright, 
Our night is day, our ſicknes health is growne, 
Our ſhame is veild, this now remaines alone 
For ys, ſince he was ours, that wee bee not our owne, 


) 

Night was ordeyn'd for ad; and not for paine, 
But they,to paine their Lord, their reſt contemne, 
Good lawes to ſaue, what bad men would haueſlaine, 
And not bad Iudges, with one breath, by them 
The innocent to pardon, and condemne: 

Death for reuenge of murderers, not decaic_ 

Of guilcles blood, but now, all headlong ſway 
Mans Murderer to.ſaue, mans Sauiour to \laie. 
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31 
'-raile Multitude, whoſe giddy lawe is liſt, 
Anti belt applauſe is windy flattering, 
oſt like the breath of which ir doth conhſt, 
No ſooner blowne, bur as ſoone vaniſhing, 
As much defir'd, as little profiting, | 
That makes the men that haue it oft as light, 
As thoſe that giue it, which the proud invite, 
And feare : the bad mans friend, the good mans hypocrite, 


2 
It was but now their cnadieg clamours ſung, 
Bleſſed is he, that comes from the moſt high, 
And all the mountaines with Hoſanna rung, 
And nowe, away with him, away they ccie, 
And nothing can be heard bur crucifie: 
It was but now, the Crowne it ſelfe they ſaue, 
And golden name of King vnto him gaue, 
Aad nowe, no King, but onely Czar, they will haue : 


33 

It was but now they gathered blooming May, 
And of his armes diſrob'd the branching tree, 
To firowe with boughs, and bloſſomes all thy way, 
And now, the branchleſle truncke a croſle for thee, 
And May, diſinai'd, thy coronet muſt be: 

It was but now they wear ſo kind, to throwe 

Their owne belt garments, whear thy feer ſhould goe, 
And now,tby ſelfe they ſtrip, and bleeding wounds they ſhow, 


34 
See whear the author of all life is dying: 
O fearefull day! he dead, what hope of living? 
Sce whear the hopes of all our lives arc buying: 


O chearfull day! they bought, what feare of grieving? _ 
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Quenched their eucrlaRing lamps in nigh:: 


So now both newe, and old, and all away did fade, 


7 
The mazed Angels hocke their fierie wings, 
Readie to lighten yengeance from Gods throne, 
One downe his eyes vpon the Manhodd flings, 
Another gazes on the Godhead, none 
Bur ſurely thought his wits wear not his owne: 
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Loue loue for hate, and death for life is giuing: 
Loe how his armes are ſtretch't abcoad to grace thee, 
And, as they open ſtand, call ro embrace thee, 

Why ai'ſt thou then my ſoule; © flic, flie thither haſt thee, 


His radious head, with Qamefull thornes they reare, 
His tender backe, with bloody whipps they rent, 
His fide,and heartthey furrowe with a ſpear, 
His hands, and feere, with riuiog nayles they tent, 
And, as to diſentrayle his ſoule they meant, 

| They iolly at his griefe,and make their game, 

His naked body to expoſe ro ſhame, 

That all might come to (ee, and all might ſce;that came. 


| 36 
Whereat the heau'n pur out his guiltic eye, 

That durli behold ſo execrable bghe, 

And fabled all in blacke the (hadie skie, 

And the pale tarres,flrucke with vnwonted fright, 


And at his birth as all the ſtarres heau'n had, 
Wear not enough, but a newe (tar was made, 


Te 


Some flew, to looke if it wear very hee, 
But, when Gods arme ynarmed they did ſee, 


Albee they ſawe it was, they vow'd it could not bee. 
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The ſadded aire hung all in cheerelefle blacke, 
Through which, the gentle windes foft fighing flewe, 
And Iordav into ſuch huge forrowe brake, 
(A3 if his holy Alreame no meaſure knewe,) 
That all his narrowe bankes he ouerthrewe, 

The trembling earth with horrout inly ſhooke, 

And ſtubborne ſtones, ſuch griefe vnul'd to brooke, 
Did burſt, and ghoſts awaking from their graues gan looke, 


9 

The wiſe Philoſopher —_ all agaſt, 
[he God of natwe ſurely lanquithed, 
[he ſad Centurion cried out as faſt, 
The Sonne of God, the Sonne of God was dead, 
The headlong Iew hung downe his penſiue head, 

And hoinewards far'd, and euer, as he went, 

He ſmote his brett, halfe deſperately bent, 
The verie woods, and beaſts did ſeeme his death lament. 


40 
The graceleſſc Traytour round about did looke, 
(He lok't not long, the Deuill quickely met him) 


| To finde a halter, which he found, and rooke, 


Onely a gibbet nowe he needes muſt get him, 
So on a wither'd tree he fairly ſet him, 

And helpt bim fit the rope, and in his thought 

A thouſand furies, with their whippes, he brought, 
So thear he ſtands, readie to hell ro make his yault, 


I 
For him a waking bloodhound, yelliog loude, 
That in his boſome long had ſleeping layde, 
A guiltie Conſcience, barkivg after blood, 
Purſued eagerly, ne cuer {tai'd, 


Tit 
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[ill che becrayers lelfe it had becray d. 

Of chavg'd he place; in hope a'«ay to winde, 

But change of place could neuer change his minde, 
Himfſelte he flies to looſe, and followes: for to finde, 


42 

Thear is but two, wayes or this ſoule to haue, 
When partiog from the body, forth ir purges, 
To flic to heau'n, or fall into the graue, 
| Where whippes of fcorpions , with the ſtinging ſcourges 
Fced on the howling ghoſts, and firie Surges 

Of brimſtone row le about the caue of right, 

Where tlames doe burne, and yer no fparke of light, 
And fire both tries, and freezes the blaipbeming ſprighr. 


Thearlies the captive ſoule, aye-Hghing fore, 

Reck'ning a thouſand yearcs fince her firl] bands, 

Yer ſtaies not thear, but addes a thouſand more, 

And at another thouſand neuer Rands, 

But tells to themn the (tarres, and heapes the ſands, 
And now the ſtarres are told, and {ands are runne,,. 
And all thoſe thouſand thouſand myriads done, 

And yet but now, alas! but now all is beguane, 


With that a flaming kh Furie catch;;r, 
And ſhooke, and toft it round in his wilde thought, 
So from his heart all ioy,a)lcomfar: ſaacch'r, 
With euery ſtarre of hope, and as he ſought, 
(With preſenc feare, end future priefe diſtraught) 
To flie from his owne hearr,and aide implore 
| Othim, the more he/giues, that hath the more; 
Whole ſtorchouſe is the heauens, too. little for his ſtore, 
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Stay wretch on earth,cried Satan,reſiles reſt, 

Know'ſt thou nor Iuftice l;ues in heau'n ; or can 

The worſt of creatures liue among the beſt ; 

Amony the bleſſed Angels curſed man ? 

Will Indas now become a Chriſtian ?. 
Whither will hopes long wings tranſport thy minde; 
Or canli thou not thy lelte a ſinner finde ; 

Oc crucll co thy {e!te, would(t thou have Mercie kinde ? 


| 46 
He gaue thee life: why ſhouldſt thou ſeeke to ſlay him ? 
He lent thee wealth : to feed thy avarice ? 
He cat'd thee friend: what, that thou ſhouldſt berray him ? 
He kiſt thee,though he kneuv his life the price : 
He waſht thy feet : ſhould'ſt thou his ſacrifice ? 

He gaue thee bread, and wine, his bodie,blood, 

And at thy heart to enter in he (tood, 
Bue then 1 entred in,and all my ſnakie brood, 


7 \ 
As when wild Ponetieus guid madde with fear, 
Whole troups of helliſh baggs about hit ſpies, 
T'wo bloodie Sunnes (talking the duskie ſphear, 
And twofold Thebes runs rowling in his eyes : 
Oc through the ſcene ſtaring Oreltes flies, 
With eyes flung back vpon his Mothers ghoſt, 
That, with infernall ſerpents all emboſt, . 
And torches quencht in blood,doth her ftern ſonne accoſ?, 


Fd 
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4 
Such horrid gorgons, and misformed formes 
Of damned fiends,flew dauncing in his heart, 
That now, vnable to endure their ſtormes, 


Flie,flie, he cries, thy ſelfe, what ere thou art, k 
Hell, 
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| Hell, hell alreadie burnes in cuery part, | 
So downe into his Torturers armes he fell, 


That readie ftood his funeralls to yell, 
Andin aclowd of night to waft him quick to hell, 
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Yet oft he ſaacht,and ſtarted as he hung : | i 


So when the ſenſes halfe eaflumb'red lie, Ll: 
.The headlong bodie,readie to be flung, i 
By the deluding phanſie, from ſome high, « Þ 


And craggie rock,recovers greedily, 
And claſps the yeelding pillow, halfe aſſeepe, 
And,as from heav'a ic combled to the deepe, 
Feeles a cold {wear through cuery trembling member creepe, 


O i 
Thear let him banned in blood, | | 
Whear never any gentle Sheapheard feed l % 
His bleſſed flocks,nor cuer heav'nly flood 7 
Fall on the curſed ground,nor holeſome ſeed, Cl ;- 
That may the leaft delight,or pleaſure breed : | 
Let neuer Spring viſic his babitation, «K 
Bur nettles, kixe,and all the weedie nation, i | 
| | With emptie clders grow,fad fignes of deſolation, | kk 
Thear let the Dragon keepe his habitance, BH 
And ſtinking karcaſes be chrowne avaunr, B 
Faunes, Sylvans,and deformed Satryrs daunce, | F 
Wild-cats, wolues,toads,and ſhreechowles direly chaund, | | - 
Thear ever ler ſome refitles ſpirit haunt, | > 
With hollow ſound,and claſhing cheynes,to ſcarr 
The paſſenger,and eyes like to the fiarr, 
Thac ſparkles in the creſt of angrie Mars afarr. 
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Of Maries drowned, round about him, far in dole, 


| Ah woetull foule ! whart ioy in all our coft, 


—— 
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But let the bleſſed deawes Ge ever ſhowr 
Vpon that ground, in whoſe faire fields 1 ſpie 
The bloodic enfigne of our Sauiour: 
Strange conqueſt, whear the Conquerout muſl die, 
And he is (laine, that winns the victorie: 
Bur he, that liuing,had no houſe to ovre it, 
Now had no graue, but Ioſeph muſt beſtoweit, . 
O runne ye Saints apace, and with ſweete flowr's beftrowe ir, 


3 

And ye glad Spirits, that cow lend fie 
On your cceleſtiall chrones, in beawtie dreſt, 
Though I your teares recoumpr, O let not ir 
With afcer-forrowe wound your tender breſt, 
Oc with new griefe vnquiet your ſoft reſt: 

Inough is me your plaints to ſound againe, 

That ncuer could inough my ſelfe complaine, 
Sing then , O (ing aloude thou Arimathean Swaine, 


+ a 
But long he ſtood, in his Fine armes vphoulding 
The faireſt ſpoile heau'n euer forfeited, 
With ſuch afilent paſſion griefe vnfoulding, 
That, had the ſheete but on bimſelte beene ſpread, 
He for the corſe might haue beene buried: 
And with him ſtood the happie theefe, that ſtole 
By night his o-vne ſaluation, and a ſhole 


j5 
Atlength (kifſiog his lipps before he ſpake, 
As if from thence he fercht againe his ghoſt) 
To Mary thus, with teares, his Gilence brake. 


* When 
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When him we hould, we have alreadie loſt? 
Once did'ft thou looſe thy Sonne, bur found'Rt againe, 
Now find'it thy Sonne, but find'ti him loſt, and {line 
Ay mee! though he could death, how canit thou life ſuſtaine? 
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Whear ere, deere Lord, thy Shadowe hoverecth, 
Bleſſing the place, wherein ic deigns abide, | 
| Looke how the earth darke horrour couereth, 
, Claathiog in mournfull black her naked fide, 
| | Willing her ſhadowe vp to heau'n to glide, 

To lee and if it meet thee wandring thear, 

That ſo,and if her ſelfe muſt miſſe thee hear, , 
At leaſt her ſhadow may her dutic to thee bear. | 


MY 


7 
Sce how the Sunne in daytime cloudes his face, 
And lagging Veſper, looſing his late teame, 
Forgets in heau'n to runne his nightly race, 
Bur, ſleeping on bright Oeras top, doceth dreame 
The world a Chaos is, no ioyfull beame 
Looks from his ftarrie bowre, che heau'ns doe mone, 
And Trees drop teares, leaſt we ſhould greeue alone, 
| [The windes haue learnt to figh, and waters hoarcely grone, 


$ | 
And you ſweete FINS: 2d in this garden growe, 

Whole happie ſtates a thouſand ſoules enuic, 

Did you your owne felicities but knowe, 

Your ſelues vnplucke would to his funerals hie, 

You neuer could io better ſeaſon die: 

O thar I might into your places ſlide, 

The gate of heau'n ſands gaping in bis fide, iF 
Thear in my ſoule ſhould ſteal, and all her faults ſhouldhiide. 
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Are theas the eyes, that Ker all others blind; 
Ah why ar they themſclues now blemiſhed? . 
[s this the face, in which all beawrtie ſhin'd ; 
Vat blaſt hath thus his lowers debelliſhed? 
Ar theſe the feere, that onthe watry head 
Of the vnfaithfull Ocean paſſage found; 
Why goe they now fo lowely vnder ground, (wound? 
Waſh't with our woorthles teares, and their owne precious 


60 


| One hem but of the garments that he wore, 


Could medicine whole countries of their paine, 

One touch of this pale hand could life reftore, 

One word of theſe cold lips revive the laine: 

Well che blinde man thy Godhead might maintaine, ' 
Whart though the ſullen Phariſes repin'd? 
He that ſhould both compare, at length would finde 


| | The blinde man onely ſawe, the Scers all wear blinde. 


61 

Why ſhould they thinke thee worthy to be ſlaine? 
Was it becauſe thou gau't their blinde men eyes; 
Or that thou mad'ii their lame to walke againe; 
Or for thou heal'dſt their fick mens maladies ; 
Or mad'{? their dumbe to ſpeake; and dead to riſe? 

O could all theſe but any grace haue woon, 

What would they not to Coe thy life have done? (runne, 
[The dumb man would haue ſpoke,and lame man would hauec 


| 62 

Let mee,O let me neere ſome fountaine lie, 

That through the rocke heaues vp his ſandie head, 
Or let me dwell vpon ſome mountaine high, 


Whoſe hollowe root, and baſer parts ar ſpread 


(hrifls triumph, 65] 
: On fleeting waters, in his bowells bred, FIC 
That I their fircames, and they my teares may feed, 
Or, cloathed in ſome Hermits ragged weed, 
Spend all my daics, in weeping for this curſed deed, 


| 63 

Thelife, the which I once did loue, I leave, 

J? The loue, in which I once did liue, I loath, 

[ hate the light, that did my light bereaue, 

Both loue,and life, I doe deſpiſe you both, 

O that one grave might both our aſhes cloath ! 
A Love, a Life, a- Light Inuw obteine, 
Able to make my Ape growe 2eaine, 

Able to ſauc the bb, 4 och. 


Thus ſpend we teares, that ..02 can be ſpent, 
| [On him, that ſorrow now no more ſhall ſee; 
Thus ſend we fighs, that never can be ſent, q > 

{To him, that died co liue, and would not be, 4% 
To be thear whear he would ; here buric we 

This heau'nly earth, hereler it ſoftly ſleepe, 

The faireſt Sheapheard of the faireli ſheepe, 
So all the bodic kift, and homewards went to weepe. 


6 

|So home their bodies Ne FH ſeeke repoſe, 
But at the grave they left their ſoules behinde; 
O who the force of loue cceleftiall knowes! 
That can the cheynes of natures ſelfe ynbinde, 
Sending the Bodie home, wichovt the minde, 

Ah bleſſed Virgin, what bigh Angels art 

Can cuer coumprt thy teares, or ſing thy ſmart, 
{ When euery naile , that pierfi his band, did pierce thy heart? 
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ES. 66 
So Philomel, perch't on an aspin ſprig, 
Weeps all the night her loſt virginicie, 
And lings her ſad tale to the merrie wig, 
That daunces at ſuch ioyfull miſerie, 


| [Ne cuerlets ſweet reſt invade her eye: 


Bur leaning on 8 thorne her daintie cheſt, 
For feare ſoft ſlrepe ſhould ſteale into her breft, 
Expreſſes in her ſong greefe nor to be exprelt, 


67 
1 So when the Larke, poore birde, afarre eſpi'th 


Her yer vnfeather'd children (whom to fave 
She (trives in vaine) ſlaine by the farall fithe, 
Which from the medowe her greene locks doeth ſhave, 
That their warme neſt is now become their graue; 
The woefull mother vp to heauen ſprings, 
And all about her phintiuenotes ſhe flings, 
And their vntimely fate moſt pictifully ſings, 
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A 
Vr now the fecond Morning, from her bowre, 
Began to gliſter in her beames, and nowe 
The roſes of the day began to flowre 
In th' eafterne garden; for heau'ns ſmiling browe 
Halfe inſolent for ioy begunne to ſhowe: 
The eatly Sunne came lively dauncing our, 
And the bragge lambes ranne wantoning about, 
That heau'n,and earth might ſecme intryuwph both ro ſhour, 


Th evgladded Spring, orgerbull now to weepe, 
Began t' eblazon from her leauic bed, 
The waking ſwallowe broke her halfe- yeares fleepe, 
An4 everie buſh lay deepely purpured 
With violets, the woods late-wintry head 

Wide flaming primroſes {er all on fire, 

And his bald trees put on their greene attire, 
> whoſe infant leaues the ioyeous birds conſpire, 
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3. | 
| And now the taller Sonnes ( whom Titan warmes) 


Of vaſhorne mounraines, blowne with cafie windes, 
Dardled the mornings childhood in their armes, 
And, ifthey chaunc'c to ſlip the prouder pines, 
The vnder Corylers did catch the ſhines, 
To guild their leaues, ſawe neuer happie yeare 
Such ioyfull criumph, and rrivmphant cheare, 
As though the aged world anew created wear, 


4 
Say Earth, why haſt thou got thee new attire, 
And tick't thy habit fuli of dazies red? 
Seems that thou doeſt to ſome high thought aſpire, 


Tell me ye Trees, fo freſh apparcelled, | 

So nener let the ſpitefull Canker waſt you, 

So neuer let the heau'ns with lightening blaſt you, 
Why goe you now ſo trimly dreſt, or whither haſt you? 


Anſwer me Iordan, why ws crooked tide 
So often wanders from his necrelt way, : 
As though ſome other way thy [treame would ſlide, 
And faine ſalute the place where ſomething lay ? 
And you ſweete birds, that ſhaded from the ray, 
Sit carolling, and piping griefe away, 

"The while the lambs to heare you daunce, and play, 

Tell me ſweete birds, what is it you ſo faine would ſay ? 


6 þ. 
And, thou faire Spouſe of Earth, that everie yeare, 
Gerrit fuch a numerous iſſue of thy bride, | 
How chance thou hotter ſhin'R,and draw ft more neere? 
Sure thou ſomeuwhear ſome worthie fight haſt ſpide, 


And ſome newe-found-out Bridegroome mean to wed: 


That | 


| Thatin one place for ioy thou canlt not bide; 
And you dead Swallowes, that ſo lively now 


Through the flic aire your winged paſſage rowe, 
How could new life into your frozen aſhes flowe? 


| I - 
Ye Primroſes, and purple violets, 
Tell me, why blaze ye from your leauie bed, 
{And wooe mens hands to reot you from your ſets, 
As though you would ſomewhear be carried, 
With freſh perfumes, and velvers garniſhed? 

Bur ah, I necde nor aske, t'is ſurely fo, 

You all would to your Sauiours triumphs ge, 
Thear would ye all awaite, and humble homage doe. 


8 
Thear ſhould the Earth herſelfe with garlands newe In himſclfe. 
And louely flowr's embelliſhed adore, 
Such roſes neuer in her garland grewe, 
Such lillies never in her bref ſhe wore, 
| Like bcautie never yet did ſhine before: 
Thear ſhould the Sunne another Sunne behold, 
From whence himſelfe borrowes his locks of gol(, 
That kindle heau'n, and earth with beauties manifold, 


Thear might the violet, and primroſe ſweet - 
Beames of more lively, and more Jouely grace, 
Arifing from their beds of incenſe meet ; 
Thear ſhould the Swallowe ſee newe life embrace 
Dead aſhes, and the grave vnheale his face, 
Tolet the living from his bowels creepe, | 
Vnable longer his owne dead to keepe: (leepe. 
Thear heau'n, and carth ſhould ſee their Lord awake from 


| | | Their ; | 
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Their Lord, before by other iudg'd to die, 

Nowe Iudge of all himſelfe, before forſaken 

Ofall the world, that from his aide did flie, 

| Now by the Saints into their armies raken, 

| Before for an vnworthic man imiftaken, | 
Nowe worthy to be God confeſt, before - 
With blatpheimies by all the baſcſt tore, 

Now worſhipped by Angels, that him lowe adore, 


| IT 

— | Whoſe garment was before indipt in blood, 
= of But now,imbright'ned into heau'nly flame, 
| The Sun it ſelte ourglitters, though he ſhould 
| Climbe to the toppe of the celeſtiall frame, 


Before that vnder earth was buried, 
But nowe about the heau'ns is carried, 
And thear for cuer by the Angels hericd, 


| RY ; 
So faireſt Phoſphor the bright Morning farre, 
But neewely waſhr in the greene element, | 
| Before the drouzic Night is halfe aware, 
Shooting his flaming locks with deaw befprent, 
Springs liuely vp into the orient, 


| The while the minor Planets forfeit all their faces, 


13 
| S. In his A- | So long he wancred in our lower ſpheare, 
heaies, | Thatheau'n began his cloudy fares deipiſe, 
whote ioves | Halfe enuious, to ſee on carth appeare 


are dſcn- | A preater light, then flam'd in his owne skies: 


And force the ſtarres go hide themſelues for ſhame: 


And the bright drove, fleec't all in gold, he chaces 
Todrinke, that on the CR mountaine grazes, 


_— 


7 Chriſts triumph. DD 


Art length it burſt for ſpight, and our thear flies 

Wl A globe of winged Angels, ſwife as thought, 
That,on their [potted feathers, lively caught 

The ſparkling Earth, and to their azure fields it brought, 


I 
The reſt, that yet amazed hood belowe, 
With eyes caſt vp, as greedie to be fed, 
And hands vpheld, themſelues ro ground did throwe, 
So when the Troian boy was raviſhed, 
| As through th' Idalian woods they faic he fled, 
His aged Gardians ſtood all diſmai'd, 

Some leaft he ſhould haue fallen back afraid, 

And ſeme their haſty vowes, and timely prayers ſaid. 


| | Tb as 
Toflc vp your heads ye eucrlaſting gates, 
Andlec the Prince of glorie cater ia: 
Ac whoſe braue voly of {iceriall States, 
| The Sunne to bluſh, and ſtarres growe pale wear ſeene, 
When, leaping firſt from earth, he did begin 

Toclimbe his Angells wings; then open hang 
| Your chriftall doores, ſo all the chorus ſang 

Of keau'nly birds, as to the ſtarres they nimbly ſprang. 


16 | 

Hearke how the floods clap their applauding hands, 
The pleaſane valleyes fioging for delight, 
And wanton Mountaines daunce about the Lands, 
The while the fieldes, firuck with the heau'nly light, 
Set all their lowr's a {miling at the fight, 

The trees laugh with their bloſſoms, and the ſound 

Ofthe triumphant ſhout of praiſe,that crown'd (found. 
The flaming Lambe , breaking through heau'n, bath paſſage 
| | - 
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Out leap the antique Parriarchs, all in haſt, 
To ſee the powr's of Hell in triumph lead, 
And with ſmall Rarres a garland intercha't 
Of oliue leaues they bore, to crowne his head, 
That was detore with thornes degloried, 

After them flewe the Prophets, brightly lol'd 

In ſhining lawne, and wimpled manifold, 
Striking their yuorie barpes, ſiruog all in chords of gold. 


18 | | 
To which the Saints victorious carolls ſung, 
Ten thouſand Saints atonce, that wich the ſound, 
\ The hollow vaults of heau'n for triumph rung: 
The Cherubins their clamours did confound 
With all the reſt, and clapt their wings around: 
Downe from their thrones the Dominations flowe, 
And at his feet their crownes, and ſcepters throwe, 
And all the princely Soules fell on their faces lowe, 


"us 

Nor can the Martyrs wounds them tay behind, 

But out they ruſh among the heau'nly crowd, 

Seeking their hean'n out of their heau'n to find, 

Sounding their filuer trumpers out fo Joude, 

That the ſhrill noiſe broke through the Rarrie cloude, 

i Andallthevirgin Soules,in pure araie, | 
. Came dauncing forth, and making ioyeous plaie; 

So him they lead along into the courts of day, 


20 

So him they lead into the courts of day, 

Whear neuer warre, nor wounds abide him more, 
But.in that houſe, eternall peace doth plaie, 
Acquieting the ſoules, that newe before 


Their 


(hrifls triumph. = == 


Their way to heay'n through their owne blood did skore, 
But now, eſtranged trom all miſcrie, 
As farre as heau n, and eatth diſcoaſted lie, 
Swelter in quict waucs of immortalitic, 


20 
And if great things by ſinaller may be ghucſ?, OT” 
So, in the mid'ft of Neptunes angre tide, by the peace 
Our Britan Iſland, like the weedie neſt oa, £54; 
Of true Halcyon, on the waves doth ride, | veraigne, 


And ſoftly ſayling,skornes the waters pride: | | 
While all the reſt, drown'd on the continent, 
And toſt in bloodie waucs, their wounds lament, 
And ſtand, to ſec our peace, as firuck with woonderment, 


21 
The Ship of France religious waues doe tofle, 
And Greec it ſelfe is now growne barbarous, 
Spains Children hardly dare the Ocean croſle, 
And Belges field lies waſt , and ruinous, | 
That vnto thoſe, the heau'ns ar invious, DE. 
And ynto them, themſclues ar ſfirangers growne, | 
And vnto theſe, the Seas ar faithles knowne, | | 
| [Andvnto her, alas, her owne 1s not her owne. | 


22 

Here onely ſhux we Tapus yron gates, 
And call the welcome Muſes to our ſprings, 
And ar but Pilgrims from our heay'nly tates, | 
The while the truſty Earth ſure plentie brings, | ſ 
And Ships through Neptune ſafely ſpread their wings, 

Goe bleſſed Ifland, wander whear thou pleaſe, | 

Vnto thy God, or men, heau'n, lands, or ſeas, 
Thou canſt not looſe thy way,thy King with all hath peace. . | 
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Deere Prince, thy SubicRs ioy, hope of their heirs, 
Picture of peace, or breathing Image rather, | 
The certaine argument of all our _ 
Thy Harries, and thy Countries louely Father, 
Ler Peace, in endles ioyes, for ever bath ber 
Within thy ſacred -breſt, thar at thy birth 
Broughr'lt her with thee from heau'n,to dwell on earth, 
Making our earth a beay'n, and paradiſe of mirth, 
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24 
Ler not my Liege miſdeem theſe humble laies, 
Aslick'c with ſoft, and ſupple blandiſhment, 
Oc {poken to diſparagon his praiſe; | 
For though pale Cynthia, neere her brothers tent, 
Soone diſappeares in the white firmamentr, 
And giues him back the beames, before wear his, 
Yet when he verges, or is hardly ris, 
She the vine image of her abſent brother is, 


Nor let the Prince of i his. beadsman blame, 
That with his Stewart dares his Lord compare, 
And heau'nly peace with earthly quiet ſhame: 
So Pines to Jowely plants compared ar, 
And lightning Phetvus to a licele (tarre: 
And well I wot, my rime,albee vnſmooth, 
Ne, faies but what it meanes,ne meanes bur ſooth, 
Ne harmes the good, ne good to harmefu!l perſon doth, 


26 
Gaze but vpon the houſe, whear Man embour's: 
Wuh flowr's, and ruſhes paved is his way, 
Whear all the Creatures ar his Seruitouss, 
= n indes doe ſweepe his chambers euery day, 
And 


=p 


 Chrifertriumph, 75] 
And cloudes doe waſh his rooms, the ſeeling gay, 
Starredaloft the guilded knobs embrauc: 


Iffuch a houſe God to another gave, 
How ſhine thoſe glittering courts,he for himſelfe will have? 


2 
And ifaſullen claud, as 4 night, he Cari- 
{In which the Sunne may ſceme embodied, =» _ 
| Depur'd of all his droſfic, we {ee fo white, enbans 
Burning in melted gold his warric head, | SET 


Or round with yuorie edges flucred, | 
What lulice ſuperexcellent will he 
Lighten on thoſe, that ſhall his ſunneſhine ſee, 
In that a!l. glorious court,ia which all glorics be? 


| 28 
Ifbut one Sunne, whith his diffuſive fires, , 

Can paint the Rarres, and the whole world aith light, 
And ioy, and life into cach heart inſpires, 
And euery Saint ſhall ſhine in heau'n, as bright 
As doth rhe Sunne in his tranſcendent might, 

(As faith may well beleeue, what Truth once ſayes) 

What ſhall ſo many Sunnes vnitcdrayes rofl 
But dazle all the eyes, that nowe in heau'n we praiſe? | 


29 
Here let my Lord hang vp. his conquering launce, | 
And bloody armour with late Javghter warme, 
And looking downe on his weake Militants, 
Behold his Saints, mid'il of their hot alarme, 
Hang all their golden hopes vpon his arnye, 

And in this lower field ditpaciog wide,, (cuide, | 
Through windie thoughts, chat woule their ſayics mii- 
Anchor their flcſhly ſhips faft in his wounded fide, 
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Here may the Band, hr is Tryurrph ſhines, - 
And that (before they wear iouelied thus) 
In carthly bodies carried heauenly mindes, 
Pircht round about m order glorious, 
Their ſunny Tents, and houſes luminous, | 

All their eternall day in ſongs employing, 

Ioying their ende, without ende of their ioying, 
While their almightie Prince Deſtruction is deliroying. 


Re 

Full, yer without farjerie, of that 

Which wheres, and quietrs greedy Appetite, 

Whear neuer Sunne did riſe, nor cuer lar, 

Burt one eternall day, and endles light 

Giues time to thoſe, whoſe time is infinite, 
Speaking with thought, obtaining without fee, 
Beholding him, whom neuer eye could ſec, 

And magnifying him, that cannot greater be, 


32 

How can ſuch joy as this want words to ſpeake? 
And yet what words can ſpeake ſuch joy as this? 
Far from the world,that might their quiet breake, 
Here the glad Soules the face of beauty kiſle, 
Powr'd out in pleaſure, on their beds of blife, 

And drunke with neat torrents, cuer hold 

Their eyes on him, whoſe graces manifold, 
The imore they doe behold, the more they would behold, 


| 33 
Their-ght drinkes louely fires in at their eyes, 
Their braine ſweete incenſe with fine breath accloyes, 
That on Gods ſweating altar burning lies, 
Their hungrie cares feede on their heau'nly noyle, 


That 


That Angels hing, to tell their yntould ioyes; 
Their vnderſtanding naked Truth, their wills 

The all, and ſelfe-ſufficient Goodnefle fills, 

That nothing here is wanting, but the want of il!s, 


| 34 
No Sorrowe nowe hangs clowding on their browe, 
No bloodles Maladie empales their face, | 
No Age drops on their hayrs his filuer ſnowe, 
No Nakedneſle their bodies doeth embaſe, 
No Pouertie themſelues, and theirs diſgrace, 

No feare of death the joy of life deuours, 

No vnchaſt ſleepe their precious time detlowrs, 


But now their naked bodies $korne the cold, 

And from theit eyes ioy lookes,and laughs at paine, 

The ra rants how he came ſoold, 

And old man how he came ſo young apaine; 

Still reſting, though from ſleepe they (iiil refraine, 
Whear all are rich, and yet no gold = owe, 
And all are Kings, and yet no Subiedts knowe, 


| All full, and yet no time on foode they doe beſtowe. 


| 6 
For things that paſſe are Dy and in this field, 
The indeficient Spring no Winter feares, 
The Trees together fruit,and bloflome yeild, 
Th' vnfading Lilly leaues of filuer beares, 


{And crimſon roſe a skarler garment weares: 


And all of theſe on the Saints bodies growe, 
Nor,as they woont, on baſer earth belowe; 
Three rivers heer of milke, and wine, and honie flowe, 


No lofſe, no griefe, no change waite on their winged hour's, 
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37 | 
in tie glorie] Aboue the holy Cittie rowles a flood 
OF moulcen chryſtall,like a ſea of glaſſe, 
On which weake ſtreame a ſtrong f 
Or living Diamounds the building was, 
| Thar all things clie, beſides ir ſelfe, did paſſe, 


oundation ſtood, 


Her ſtreeres, in tead of ones, the Rarres did paue, 
Andlittle pearles, for duſt, ic ſcem'd to haue, 


| Oa which ſofc-ſtreaming Manna , like puce ſnowe, did wave. 


8 


In midſt of this Citie ceeleſtiall, 

Whear the eternall Tewple ſhould have roſe, 
Light'ned ch" Idea Beatificall: 

End, and beginning of each thing that growes, 
Whoſe ſclfe no end, nor yet beginning knowes, 


That hath no eyes to ſee, nor cars to heare, 
Yet ſees, and heares,and is all-cye, all-care, 


That no whear is contain'd, and yet is euery whear, 


239 
Changer of all things, yer immutable, 
Before,and after oll,the firlt,and laft, 
That moouing all,is yet immoueable, 
Great without quantitie,in whoſe forecaſt, 
Things palt are preſcnt,things to come are paſ}, 


Swift without motion,to whole open eye 
The hearts of wicked men vnbreſted lie, 


Atonce abſent,and preſent to them, farre,and nigh. _ 


Oo 


4 
[c is no flaming luſtre,made of light, * 
No ſweet concent,or well-tim'd harmonie, 
| Ambroſia, for to feaſt che Appetite, 


| Or flowrie odour, mixt with ſpicerie, 


NG | 
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No ſoft embrace, or pleaſure bodily, 
| Andyetitis akinde of inward feaf, 
A harmony, that ſounds within the breſt, 
An odour, light, embrace, in which the ſoule doth reſt, 


I 

A heav'nly feaft, no hunger can conſume, 
1A light voſeene, yer ſhines in cuery place, 
A ſound, no time can ſteale, a ſweer perfurne, | 
No windes can ſcatter, an intire embrace, | 
That no fatietie can ere vylace, 

Ingrac't into ſo high a fauour, thear (wear, 
| The Saints, withtheir Beaw-peers , whole worlds out- 
. | And things vnſeene doe fee ,; and chings vnheard doe hear, 


And of 


2. 

Ye blefled ſoules, cher by your fpoile, Chris. 
- | Whole loſſe, though great, is cauſe of greater gaines, 
Here may your weary Spirits reſt from toyle, 
Spending your endlefſc eav'ning,that remaines, 
Among thoſe white flocks, and celeſtiall rraines, 

That feed vpon their Sheapheards eyes, and frame 

That heau'nly muſique of ſo woondrous fame, 
Plalming aloude the holy honours of his name. = 


_ 


| 43 | 

Had TI a voice of fiecl to tune my ſong, | 
Wear cuery verſe as ſmoothly fil'd as glafſe, 
And eucry member turned to a congue, 
And euery tongue wear made of ſounding braſſe, 
Yer all char skill, and all this ſtrengrth, alas, | | 

Should ir preſume to guild, wear miſadviſ'd, 
The place, whear Dauid hath new-ſongs deviſ'd, 
As labile burning checne hbdrrampmend d. 26 


X __ Moſt | | 
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Moft happie Prince, wh eyes thoſe arres behould, 
Treading ours vnder feer, now maiſt thou powre 
; | That ouerflowing skill, whearwith of ould - 
i Thou woonr'ſt to combe rough ſpeech,now maiſt chou ſhows 
| Freſh Rreames of praiſe vpon that holy bowre, 

Which well we heaven call,not that it rowles, 

But that it is the hauen of our ſoules. 
Moſt happic Prince, whoſe fight ſo heay'nly fight behoulds. 


| Ah fooliſh Sheapheards, Fd wear woont eſteem, 
i Your God all rough, and ſhaggy-hair'd to bec; ( 
8 And yet farre wiſer Sheapheards then ye deeme, 
For who ſo poore {though who ſorich) as hee, 
When, with vs bermiting in lowe degree, 

He waſh'r bis flocks in Iordans Fades tide, 

And, that his deere remembrance aic might bide, 
Did to vs come, and with vs liu'd, and for ys di'd ? 


Jer glorious face, thoſe eyes, from whence ar ſhed 


| 
: | 46 
Wen | But now ſo lively colours did embeame 
0 | His ſparkling forchead, and ſo ſhiny rayes 
oÞ Kindled his flaming locks; that downe did ftreame 
"Ht 'n curles, along his necke, whear ſweetly playes 
Wo [Singing his wounds of loue in ſacred layes) 
Q His deereft Spoule, Spoule of the deerefi Lover, 
O : | Knicting a thouſand knots ouer, and over, 
2 f | And dying ttill for loue, but they her (till recover, 
K Faire Egliſer, thatat his eyes doth drefſe 


[1Fnite belamours, whear'to expretiſe 
{is loye, high God all heav'n as captive leads, 


And ( 
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And all the banners of his grace diſpreads, | 
And in thoſe windowes, doth his armes englaze, | 

| And on thoſe eyes, the Angels all doe gaze, 

And from thole cics,the lights of heau'n do gleane their blaze. 


. 48 | 
But let the Kentiſh lad, that [ately taught. 
His oateo reed the trumpets filuer ſound, 
[Young Thyrfilis, and for his muſique brought 
The willing ſphears from heav'n, to lead a round 
Of dauncing Nymphs,and Heards, that fung, and crown'd 

Ecle&as hymen with ten thouſand flowts | 

( Of choycelt prayſe,and hing her heav'ply bow'rs | 
With ſatfron garlands, drett for Nuptiall Paratnours, 


FI v 


Let his fhrill trumpet, with her hluer blaſt, 
Of faire EcleRa, and her Spouſall bed, 
Be the ſweet pipe, and ſmooth Encomiaſt: 
| But my greene Muſe, hiding her younger head 
Vader old Chamus flaggy banks, chat ſpread 
Their willough locks abroad, and all the day 
With their owne watry ſhadowes wanton play, 


j |Daresnotthoſe high amours, and loue-fick ſongs aſſay, 


O 
Impotent words, weake ſides, that ftriue in vaine, | 
lo vaine, alas, to tell ſo beau'nly fhghr, 
So heav'nly fight, as none can greater feigne, | 
Feigne what he can, that ſeemes of greateft might, 
Might any yet compare with Infinite? | | 
Jofivice ſure thoſe ioyes, my words but light, 


Light is the pallace whear (he dwells, O bleſſed wight ! 
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TD Uina Colt pulchrd; iam terris decas,  '- 
Denſg,: proles marruginnupre ©} ater? 

Sme matre nat, ſine patrevwtreſcens care; | 
nem nec mare, ather, terra, nowc lum capit, 

Fiero pulls torus anguſto latens; 

eAEquevus idems patr:, matre antiquior: 

Heu domite vittor, & rriumphater; tw __ 

Opus, opifexg,, qui mitrer quam ſis, ed © 

Marr reſurgu: wite, que mori velts,. 

Atg, ergo poſi: paſſe finem e/Eternitas, 

Quid tibi rependam, quid tib: rependamn miſer? 

Ve quando ocellos nedllts innadit quier, 

Et nolte membra plurimus Morphem promit, 

eAnide videmur velle de tergo ſequens 

Effugere monſtrum, & outededr rafire peder 

Celerare; media ſuccidimus egre fug 4; 

Solitum pigreſcit robur, os quer viam, 

Sed ay 6s moritnr in lingua ſonns: 

Sic upeos torn, tetra hereſco,intuent | 

Et ſepe repets, forte irependerem: 

Solns rependit ille, qui repetit bene. | 

| G, Fletcher. 
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